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INTRODUCTORY. 

Ethel lived by herself in a great lonely house. 
When I say by herself, I mean as far as her 
real, inner self was concerned, what she used to 
call — me, my own self. There were plenty of 
other people in the house ; first, her papa and 
mamma, who were very fond of their only little 
girl, and next a couple of great schoolboy 
brothers. They were fond of her too ; that is 
to say, they would have punched any other boy's 
head who tried to bully her ; and they brought 
her the earliest birds' eggs, and made it a point 
of showing to her first all their most delightful 

£ 
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and messy discoveries in the garden or in the 
fields. But Ethel was such a curious little girl 
that, instead of growing rather like a boy herself, 
which is what often happens to the only sister 
in a home full of boys, she never could make 
herself care for what her brothers liked ; ferrets, 
for instance, or pet snakes. She did not even 
enjoy going round the haystacks or into the barn 
with the ratcatcher, which Ralph and Oswald 
thought the most exciting and delightful enter- 
tainment in the world. As for the birds' eggs, she 
shed tears over them as soon as her brothers* 
backs were turned, and implored the boys not 
to bring her any more. Then she did not care 
for seeing mice turned out of the trap for the 
cat to catch ; nor could she even be brought to 
see the fun of watching the tame magpie chevy- 
ing a frog round the garden. This was Ralph's 
favourite diversion : to catch a frog and show it 
to the magpie. Of course the frog commenced 
to make tracks directly for the nearest pond, 
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and Mag would hop after it, prodding it on 
with her bill. At each sharp dig the frog used 
to scream exactly like a young bird ; and Ralph 
would laugh until he cried again, assuring Ethel, 
Mho was in dire distress all the time, that it 
was only Mag's fun, and that the frog did not 
mind it a bit. 

In spite, however, of the little girl's tender heart, 
which refused to find pleasure in gratifying that 
careless curiosity — the real secret of a boy's 
cruelty — she was so unselfish and sweet-tempered, 
that although her brothers said " It was a pity 
Ethel was such a muff!" they were very fond 
of her, and agreed that "with it all she wasn't a 
bit of a coward," which they considered the 
highest praise they could bestow. Ethel had 
plenty of outdoor amusements, her pony, and 
a couple of square yards of garden, which was 
always going to be something wonderful, but 
generally appeared to visitors as if it had been 
freshly dug only that morning : her doves, rabbits, 
B 2 
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and so forth— to say nothing of dear old Tan 
the Irish water-spaniel, who was exactly as old 
as his little mistress. Indoors our small friend 
was quite as well off. She had the kindest gover- 
ness in the world, Miss Kirke, who made lessons 
a delightful and interesting kind of play, because 
the doctor had said one day, when Ethel had been 
telling him one of her stories, " the less that child 
learns, the better ; " and she had her own dear 
mamma to walk with sometimes, and Papa to 
ride with, and Nursey was always glad to see her 
in her domain — empty now, but still a cheery, airy, 
big room, where everybody took their cut fingers, 
or headaches, or chilblains, or even their bad tem- 
pers. Nurse had a cure, in her head or her heart, 
for all these things. 

Well, is it not rather odd that in spite of 
all I have been telling you, Ethel was a very 
lonely Httle girl.? So lonely, that she used to 
spend hours of her time, especially in wet weather, 
telling herself stories — these very stories which 
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I am going to tell you. This is the way I came 
to know about them. 

One day I was calling on her mamma, and 
we were sitting in a small room opening into 
another and larger one, which, however, was 
seldom used. It was not a nice sort of day by 
any means, but one forgot, or at least I did, 
how damp and cold and nasty the weather was 
out of doors, as I sat by the fire with Ethels 
mamma, talking about our boys. How they out 
grew their clothes, and wore out their boots, 
and tumbled into ponds, and so on ; but yet were 
each and all the cleverest and the most delightful 
boys in the world, and would probably be Lord 
Chancellors, and Prime Ministers, and Field- 
Marshals, and goodness knew what, as soon as 
ever they grew up. 

The room we were sitting in was divided from 
the larger one by heavy curtains, and through 
their folds came the muffled tones of a child's 
voice. I had heard the monotonous drone for 
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some short space of time before I remarked it, 
and then I asked Ethel's mother what the sound 
was. 

" Oh," said she, " it is only Ethel telling her- 
self a ribbon story!" 

You must surely know by this time that 
I am quite as fond of a story as any of you 
monkeys, so I pricked up my ears directly, and 
cried, " What ? I never heard of such a thing ! " 

" I daresay you have not," said Ethel's mamma, 
laughing at my eagerness. " Come and look, but 
you must be very careful not to let her see you, 
or she'll stop directly. Not out of caprice or 
shyness ; she declares that she often wants to 
tell me a ribbon story, but that she cannot say 
a word if she knows I am listening to her. She 
is not at all vexed, however, if anyone over- 
hears her. She only begs that she may not 
know that they are listening." 

These words quite removed my scruples, for 
otherwise I should not have been able to make 
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myself hear what was not intended for my ears, 
any more than I could open another person's 
letter. I suppose I still hesitated, for the little 
girFs mother got up from her sofa, and went 
softly to the curtain, opening its folds the least 
bit in the world, and beckoning me to come and 
peep too. This is what I saw. 

A great, gaunt, half-furnished room, drab in 
colour and dismal in general appearance ; prim, 
too, with the horrible, housemaid tidiness of an 
unused sitting-room. The blinds were down, 
and there was no fire, and not much light. But 
in the clear space in the middle of the dreary 
room a bright little figure made a glow of life, 
and warmth, and colour wherever she flitted, for 
she was never still for one moment. I have only 
to lay down my pen and think, to bring it all 
distinctly before me. I see a tall, slender girl, 
about eight or nine years old, who is slim without 
being thin, and singularly graceful. She has on a 
simple frock of crimson serge, with a pretty little 
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bodice and apron of white muslin. Her fair hair 
curls in short thick rings all over her little head, 
and from my hiding-place whenever she turns 
towards me I can see a pair of big brown eyes 
shining and sparkling through the dull gloom. I 
am sorry to notice, however, that the little face 
is pale, and the red lips are very tremulous, 
for she is approaching a terrible catastrophe in 
her story, and it is all far too real to the little 
romancer. 

But the strangest thing I saw was a long piece 
of bright blue ribbon, about a couple of inches 
wide, in the child's hands, which she ceaselessly 
mpved backwards and forwards. Sometimes she 
waved it like a streamer ; again she would wind 
it round her neck and waist as if it were a scarf ; 
but oftenest she danced about, slipping it through 
her fingers as if she were " paying it out," as 
sailors say of a rope or cable. All the time her 
feet were moving as well as her nimble hands, 
and I could not help being struck by their ex- 
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pressive gestures. Now all is hurry and con- 
fusion in the rapid patter; again it is easy to 
guess that those light, airy bounds mean joy 
and triumph ; whilst sorrow and perplexity are 
expressed by faltering and uncertain steps. 

It was plain that the child had no notion of 
display or affectation. All was a simple, literal 
outpouring of her inmost heart and mind ; and 
as such I am going to try, as exactly as I can, 
to reproduce some of the stories Ethel told 
herself in this way. I often had opportunities 
of listening to her without her knowing that I 
was doing so; but I made it a point of honour 
to my own conscience to say afterwards, " Ethel, 
I heard you telling a ribbon story to-day." 

" Did you ? " she would answer, without the 
least shyness or embarrassment. "Wasn't it 
horrid } " or else, " It was a very sad one to- 
day," or " Isn't Joe a funny boy ? he does make 
me laugh so." Joe being one of her ribbon 
characters, and as real as Ralph or Oswald to 
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her. But the curious part of the performance 
was the little maid's firm belief that the stories 
came out of the ribbons. I have known her run 
to her mother with a doleful face and a piece of 
new blue ribbon in her hands, complaining, " Oh, 
Mamma, this is such a stupid ribbon ! It has 
no stories in it. I have tried it with all sorts of 
things, and it will not say a word. Will you 
give me another bit, please } " 

Sometimes she had two or three lengths cut 
off before she could find one to please her. The 
real secret of course lay in her sense of touch, 
which was as acute and delicate as that of a 
blind person. A corded ribbon was her deepest 
aversion. " It goes so slow, and is so clumsy," she 
ciied impatiently ; whilst satin "went too fast, and 
talked nonsense;" but a nice thick and yet soft 
piece of silk ribbon, without any edge to check 
the rapid play of the little fingers, was just the 
thing, and " full of stories." 

Beyond a dim, general impr ssion of the plot 
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of the tale, the child could not be brought to 
recollect the details which gave to her hidden 
hearers such a vivid idea of how real this world 
of stories was to their little teller, and I used 
often to repeat them to her in the hope that 
she would correct me if I had made a mistake; 
but to my disappointment Ethel would listen to 
my story as if it were new, clapping her hands 
and laughing, or looking sad and downcast as 
the tale varied from gay to grave. Sometimes 
she carried her impertinence so far as to beg 
me to tell her an old " ribbon story ; " but this 
request I indignantly refused, and it came at 
last to be regarded as a challenge for a game 
of romps. 

So although Ethel has heard all these stories 
repeated back again to her, they will probably 
seem as new to her as they will to you, and 
I hope she will not be ashamed of them. We 
have agreed between us, that whatever short- 
comings they may be found to possess, the blame 
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is to be equally divided between her and me for 
not telling it properly; for "it could not have 
been the ribbon's fault/' says Ethel most em- 
phatically. 
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CHAPTER I. 

ELLA'S DREAM. 

Ella was a little girl as big as me. She was 
a very pretty little thing, but oh so " 'quisitive ! " 
All day long she used to ask her mamma and 
her Miss Kirke questions about everything ; and 
even at night she dropped to sleep asking Nurse, 
"But what becomes of EUa when her eyes are 
shut? How is it that she sees all the same, and 
even better than when her eyes are open? Has 
she another pair of night-eyes like the owls, 
Nursey dear; or how is it?" Luckily Miss Ella 
had shut her eyes and gone off sound asleep 
before Nurse could think of anything to say. In- 
deed, the great comfort with this little girl was that 
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she asked so many questions about everything, that 
if you were not in a hurry, and pretended to be 
thinking of something to answer, she would be 
quite sure to fly off to another question, and 
then before that was answered, to another; and 
so on all day long. 

Strangers and visitors used to say, when Ella 
inquired what made their watches tick, or if 
their gowns had come off a sheep's back, or out 
of a worm's mouth, "Dear me, what a clever, 
intelligent little girl!^' and they would politely 
explain to her, so far as they knew themselves, 
how everything she asked about was made; but 
they soon found that it was not of much use. 
Before one question was half answered, Ella's 
mind had flown off to something else, and she 
did not listen or try to understand what the kind 
person was taking so much trouble to explain, 
so her mamma's friends soon gave her up in 
despair, and only said, "We are going to see 
Mrs. So and So. I do hope that horrid, tiresome 
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little Ella won't be there; she does nothing but 
ask questions." 

Now you must know, Ethel, that there are a 
lot of curious little creatures, something like fairies, 
but even slighter and prettier than fairies, always 
hovering about us. Don't you know when the sun 
comes in through these funny windows in the hall, 
what beautiful things you can see on the wall ? 
Blue, and pink, and purple, and gold } Papa 
thinks it has something to do with the coloured 
glass ; but why aren't they always there, then ? 
The glass is always there. No, I'm nearly quite 
sure they are bits of my fairies' frocks. Just little 
bits, you know ; and don't you remember how 
they jump about } that's because they are dancing 
like this. Then again, I am quite, quite certain 
that a very clever, wise fairy lives inside me, just 
here, who knows exactly when I've been good 
and when I've been naughty; and she is very 
particular, and does lead me such a life until 
she gets her own way. Mamma says it's my 
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con — con — conscience; but I don't think it can 
be a part of me, it seems so like another person. 
Well, we'll settle it is a fairy, or at least not quite 
a fairy — I am tired of fairies, they are really so 
common — a sylph. I heard somebody say I was 
a little sylph, and I asked Miss Kirke and she 
told me ; but that gentleman must have been 
making fun of me, or else he did not know what 
a sylph was, for they are not so big as my little 
finger, and so thin that you can see right through 
them. I think they must be nearly as pretty as 
soap-bubbles. 

Well, these sylphs and things were worried to 
death by Ella, for they get blown about by 
people's breath, and Ella was always saying " Oh !" 
and making a sort of gale of wind in the room, 
by rushing here and there, asking questions. 
Never still a moment was she — and so idle ! If 
she would have had patience, her Miss Kirke 
said, to sit down and read in books, she would 
have found out all about everything she wanted 
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to know in time, but she would not take any 
trouble herself — oh dear no ! 

At last the sylphs could bear it no longer, and 
after Ella had gone to bed they held a meeting ; 
that's what papa says people do when they have a 
grievance. Well, the sylphs had a huge grievance, 
and they came and had a meeting here in this 
very room, when we were all fast, fast asleep, Ella 
and all. There were such, a lot of them ; but the 
worst of it was they were so weak and so small 
that they could not do much. It was proposed 
to pinch her, but although ten thousand of the 
bravest and strongest sylphs were ordered to pinch 
all at once, they said they felt sadly afraid she 
would not mind it, or be hurt a bit. They tried 
on a bud of that fuchsia there, growing in a big 
pot, but they could not pop it, though they 
jumped on it and squeezed it for ever so long. 
The sylph-king grew very angry, and said some- 
body must really find out a way of punishing 
Ella, or else he'd put it in the housemaid's head 

C 
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to open all the windows at once, and blow them 
right away altogether. The sylphs were terribly 
frightened when they heard this, and some of 
them, not to be losing time, flew upstairs to 
Ella's room, and walked up and down inside 
her nose, and others tugged away at a few loose 
hairs which had escaped out of her net, but they 
did not do any good at all, only harm indeed, for 
they woke her up, and then she sneezed, and called 
to her nurse, and wanted to know why she had 
woke up, and where she had been, and so on. 
But after Nurse had said, "In dreamland, my 
dear," luckily she went off to sleep, and the sylphs 
went downstairs again very softly, and didn't say 
a word to anybody about what a mess they had 
made of trying to wake up the little girl. It 
would soon be morning, when the servants would 
be opening doors and windows, and sweeping 
and dusting the sylphs out of all their pet hiding- 
places, and no one had thought of any way of 
punishing Ella. At last a wee, wee sylph came 
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flitting down the chimney. Perhaps that was 
what made her so blacky but yet it could not have 
been, for I know she was not dirty. She had a 
black veil like Mamma's gown which shines — 
gauze, she calls it, — and a long black robe ; both 
robe and veil were covered with tiny diamond dots, 
and these were her eyes, it turned out. Wasn't 
that curious ? but so it was. Well, she came and 
made a reverence to the sylph-king, who was sit- 
ting up there exactly on the point of old Father 
Time's scythe, over the clock. This sort of reve- 
rence ; not a curtsey, so, but two twirls and a 
skip, and her foot stuck out gracefully behind, up 
in the air, this way, while she thus addressed her 
sovereign : 

" Please your Airiness, I'm a dream-sylph, and 
I can creep in where no one else can, and I'll 
worry the life out of that Ella before she wakes 
up, if you'll only say the word." 

"What word?" thundered the king. No, not 
thundered, for he was too small — ^whispered the king. 
C 2 
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" Any word you choose, my dread lord/' said 
the dream-sylph (for she was dreadfully fright- 
ened) ; " any word which will signify your gracious 
acceptance of my poor services." 

" Get along with you then," said the king more 
graciously, for he was pleased to think he had 
alarmed one of his subjects, and such a clever 
one too. " Get along with you, and see (you 
appear to have got plenty of eyes) that you cure 
her of that horrid habit of asking questions with- 
out caring for the answers." 

" Gracious Airiness, it shall be done, if one poor 
sylph can do it," said the little creature in black, 
as she flitted up the chimney again. 

I can't think how she came to know her way so 
well, but it is a fact that she did not make any 
mistakes in the fluffs, or flues, or whatever they 
are called, as that poor little Tom did before he 
turned into a Water Baby, but she came right 
down, straight into Miss Ella's room, where the 
young lady was snoring fast asleep, with her 
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little turned-up nose looking as if it wanted to 
know something or the other. People said she 
had an inquisitive nose ; dear me, I hope my nose 
isn't an inquisitive one ! I'll look ; no, I don't 
think it is. Well, this dream-sylph had picked up 
a great many other little sylphs on the way, all 
dressed in black like herself, only without all those 
eyes, so she had to push them here and there, 
wherever she wanted them to go. They were 
crooked little things, and turned and twisted as 
they went in the funniest way you ever saw, but 
that was partly because they were so blind, you 
know, but it looked very odd. The dream-sylph 
did not lead them to Ella's nose nor to her mouth, 
no, not even to her eyes, as I should have thought, 
but she got them all upon the pillow, and drove 
them like a flock of sheep right into Ella's ear. She 
went in last herself, having first of all jumped up 
and down like this on Ella's eyelids just to shut 
them up tighter. But after a little while, she too 
went down that long passage leading from Ella's 
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ear right into the very middle of her head. When 
she got there, she opened all her diamond eyes 
very wide indeed, and the crooked little creatures 
she had brought with her began racing up and 
down the passages inside Ella's head — for I heard 
the doctor say there were passages — and the mo- 
rfient they set off running, Ella began to dream. 
This is what she dreamt, but she had no idea 
she was asleep ; it all seemed as if she were 
wide awake. 

She dreamed that the morning had come, and 
the time to get up. She thought she was in her 
own pretty little room, which looked just the 
same as ever. Nurse lay fast asleep in her bed 
in one corner. " What a joke," thought Ella, 
" here am I awake before Nurse. Til get up and 
dress myself, and play her a trick." She had a 
dim idea that her toilette would need to be made 
over again, so she did not take the trouble to get 
into her bath, or do any washing at all ; she only 
began to dress. But nothing would go right ; 
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first her little socks wriggled and twisted about 
in her hands and dropped upon the floor ever so 
often, and all the time she was trying to put them 
on, her two little shoes kept dancing about, 
exactly as if there were feet inside them. They 
did the prettiest steps you ever saw; some were 
like this, and then every now and then they 
jumped, so ! At first Ella liked watching them, 
but she found it very troublesome to run bare- 
footed all over the room after the tiresome, pat- 
tering things. The moment she got near them 
they began to sing out to her — 



** Say, Ella, say— 

Of what are we made? 
You don't catch us to-day 
Till your forfeit is paid." 



"What nonsense!" cried Ella, standing on one 
little bare foot. " How can I tell what you're 
made of! I'll ask somebody as soon as I am 
dressed." 
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" Oh no, no, that won't do," cried the right shoe, 
tap, tapping on the floor with its toe and heel in 
the most provoking way. " You have asked often 
enough, and been told fifty times all about us, 
but you never listened, for you did not really 
want to know. So now you can't tell us, and I 
give you fair warning you won't catch us until 
you remember all about how the skin of the 
poor little kid is sent to the tanner, and then to 
the shoemaker, and all about it. Begin now." 

" I won't !" screamed Ella, stamping her foot on 
the floor ; but, oh ! what a yell she gave the next 
moment. She had stamped on a pin — a crooked 
pin, too ; and it began hopping all about the 
carpet, and going head over point exactly like 
the street boys. 

" How am I made } " it cried. " Why am I so 
sharp } Who gives pins points } How do they 
fasten on their heads, Ella dear.? Come, make 
haste: you were told all about us, you know, 
only yesterday; begin at the beginning now, 
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when I was only a wire. I should like to hear 
my own history very much indeed." 

"Well, then, you won't hear it from me," said 
Ella, very sulkily; for she began to suspect the 
things were making fun of her. " I don't care 
about my shoes and stockings. TU just slip on 
my petticoats and run across the room and wake 
Nurse, and she'll soon catch my shoes for me, and 
pick you up and throw, you out of the window, 
you spiteful pin." 

The petticoats were no easier to catch, how- 
ever, than the shoes. As for her little blue 
flannel petticoat with its pretty scolloped edge, 
Ella was obliged to sit on the edge, of her bed 
and watch that, its antics were so extraordinary. 
It waved here, and it waved there, like a flag. 
Then it dropped on the floor, and Ella perceived 
to her amazement — for her dream-eyes grew 
sharper-sighted every moment — that it was 
dragged about by hundreds of little crooked 
creatures, all exactly like those things put in a 
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book to show that a question is asked. Once 
she made a sudden dart and got her bare foot 
upon it, and then it wrapped itself all around 
her leg, and said, in a solemn muffled voice, as 
if some one was speaking with their head tied 
up in a bag. 

"Tell me directly, O you intelligent child, 
what I am made of. How do I come to be blue ? 
Did I grow on a sheep's back or on a goat's } 
Answer me that directly, or shiver all day with- 
out me." 

" Tm sure I forget," sobbed Ella, for she was 
very, cold and shivering already. "Do let me 
put you on, please. Nurse will be so angry if 
I run about like this and catch cold." 

" What is a cold } " shrilled a thousand wee, 
wee voices, like so many sneezes all about the 
room. "Why do you say 'catch a cold.^' You 
don't run after it, do you } Come, tell us all 
about it, there's a good girl. Aishoo! aishoo! 
aishoo ! " 
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" Nurse ! " cried Ella, now fairly driven to de- 
spair, "get up directly: please do. Nurse dear. 
Everything is so dreadfully unkind, and I want 
you to wash and dress me." 

But no Nurse answered, for you remember that 
the dream-sylph had jumped up and down on her 
eyelids too, so as to shut them up very tight, 
and had stopped up her ears with a little ball 
made of some of the other sylphs rolled up 
tightly together. It was rather disagreeable for 
them, poor things, because they had to hold 
on so tight to each other lest they should come 
to pieces, and make the dream-sylph angry ; but 
they had to do as they were told, you know. 

Well, Nurse didn't wake up, because she couldn't, 
and after a little bit Ella began to roar, but she 
soon left that off*. The little shining drops pricked 
her cheeks as they rolled down them, as if they 
had been so many needles, and kept saying, in. a 
piping voice : 

" Where do my tears keep. Mamma, when Fm 
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not crying? Why do they come when Tm hurt 
or sorry ? It's very odd, isn't it ? And, oh ! what 
ever is it that makes them salt? — why shouldn't 
they be sweet ? It would be so much nicer." 

Ella was so surprised that she stopped crying 
directly, for she remembered quite well having 
asked her mother those veiy questions just before 
she went to bed ; and she also recollected that 
her mamma had begged her not to tease, for that 
her head ached very badly, and had promised to 
tell her all about tears another time ; but Ella 
would not wait, and bothered her poor sick 
mamma until she told her. And yet now she 
could not remember one word of it all ; and there 
were these odious, selfish, cruel tears pricking 
her cheeks, making them tingle and smart, and 
calling out all the time, " Tell us now ; be quick 
— we want to know this minute." 

"I'll look in that big book which Miss Kirke 
says tells one everything, directly after breakfast," 
said Ella, ** if you will only let me alone now. I'll 
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never cry again, that's certain ; what is the good of 
it if one's tears are to turn round and bully one ? " 
But Ella felt so angry, she went on crying 
until she could bear the pain of all the little 
stabs on her cheeks no longer, and jumped up 
to run out of the room. If she thought, however, 
that she was going to escape from her troubles 
so easily, she found herself mistaken. The very 
moment she touched the door, its handle began 
to turn round and round like the handle of a 
barrel-organ, and it; ground out a sort of tune 
like this : 

** Stay a moment, Ella, dear : 
Tell, oh tell me why I'm here? 
What's the good of keys and locks? 
Why don't doors open before one knocks? 
What, I pray, are those knobs of brass ? 
Why has Auntie got them of glass ? " 

Dear me. Ribbon, I didn't know you could 
make up such beautiful verses ! Let me see, 
where were we } Oh, at the door ! Well, you 
must know, Ella had asked just such silly ques- 
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tions only the Sunday before, but she had 
remembered something else she wanted to know 
about before her aunt could answer, and she 
had run away whilst she was speaking, but still 
she remembered the beginning for a wonder, and 
said quite boldly, "We lock our doors to keep 
out people ; bad people — perhaps robbers." 

" Oh, do you } " grated out the key, making a 
horrid rusty sound, which set all Ella's teeth on 
edge; "that's very curious now. And who are 
robbers ? and why do they come } and what do 
they want ? and " 

" Oh, stay, stay ! " cried Ella, " I don't know all 
that. I must have some breakfast first. I never 
heard Jane bring it in, but there it is, and I am 
really so hungry and tired with all these questions. 
I hope Nurse won't mind my eating my breakfast 
in my nightgown just for once. I have tried 
to wake her, and IVe tried to dress myself, but 
those odious things won't let me. How stupid 
they all are ! Well, Jane Jms brought up a nice 
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breakfast! Why, here's jam and poached eg%%, 
and toast It must be mamma's breakfast, I 
should think. Perhaps she has got my bread 
and milk by mistake. Never mind, it is not my 
fault; I had better eat it as it is here." 

So saying, she sat down on a chair, still in her 
little nightgown, you know, without having washed 
or dressed, or said her prayers, or anything, and 
she drew the plate with the poached eggs towards 
her ; but the moment she touched it, a lot of the 
same little crooked creatures laid hold of the other 
end, and gave a tug all together, just as sailors do 
at a rope, you know, and they jerked the plate 
away, and all lifted up their crooked little fore- 
fingers, like this, and said solemnly: 

" Ella ! Why don't the hens always lay their 
eggs poached } Just answer us that ! " 

" I don't think I care for any eggs this morning," 
said Ella, bravely. "I'll have some jam, if you 
please : " but when she took the cover off the glass 
dish, three large wasps flew out ; yet they didn't 
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fly away. Oh, no ! they kept buzzing right over 
the jam, and this is what they buzzed. " What is 
jam made of ? — buzz-z-z-z. Why do they boil it } — 
buzz-z-z. Why do they put sugar.?" and a lot 
more questions, all about jam ; with a great deal 
of buzzing between. 

" Perhaps Mamma would rather I did not have 
any jam this morning," remarked Ella, putting 
the lid on again, and shutting in the wasps. " I 
will try and cut myself some bread." So she took 
up the knife and began to cut the nice brown loaf, 
but she could not manage it. The horrid knife 
slipped every time, and came down crack on the 
plate, until I wonder it did not break it. Every 
time it canie down crack it said a word, like this. 
" What . is . bread . made . of t Why . do . they . 
make . it . of . wheat } Who . grinds . the . wheat } 
Where . is . it . ground ? " So you can see how 
often and how hard poor Ella tried to get her 
breakfast ; for the knife only said one word every 
time it slipped. 
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At last she gave it up with a sigh, and put 
down the knife, which immediately stood up on 
its handle and jumped up and down like a Perfect 
Cure, and rapped out, "What are knives made 
of?' Why are they so sharp? Will the back 
of the blade cut as well as the front ? " and a 
number of silly questions, to which Ella paid no 
attention, for she spied the milk-jug, and thinking 
to take it by surprise, never waited to pour out 
any milk into a cup, but — first turning her head 
to make sure Nurse was still sound asleep — 
lifted up the jug and tried to drink out of it 
But, oh, what a jump she gave ! A great, deep 
voice, as if some one were speaking in the jug, 
asked in a hollow kind of roar, "Where does 
milk come from ? Why is it white ? Why isn't 
it black ? Why is it warm ? What makes it 
get cold?" All these severe questions asked 
suddenly, quite startled Ella, and she dropped 
the milk-jug so hastily that it broke, and every 
little bit of the china began waltzing round and 

D 
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round, singing : — '* Who will mend me ? why did 
I break ? " and a lot more questions, as fast as 
possible, making a sort of little tum-a-tum between 
each, just to mark the time. 

Poor Ella! You would have felt quite sorry 
for her, if you could have seen how sad she 
looked, sitting there, with only her nightgown on, 
in the cold, with a nurse who would not wake 
up and help her, and clothes and food which 
insisted on knowing all about themselves before 
they would allow her to put them on or to eat 
them. 

She sat quite still, with her hands on her lap, 
wondering what she had better do next The 
fire was all laid ready to be lighted, and she 
thought what fun it would be to go and strike 
a match and light it; but just at that moment 
the little gilt bear Which held the matches sneezed, 
and lifted up his head at the neck, so Ella knew 
he was ready to say something if she touched 
him; and as for the coals there were such a lot 
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of theniy that she felt directly, if they all began 
to ask questions together, and all different ques- 
tions too, there would be no such thing as 
stopping them. So she turned her head aside, 
and said quite softly to herself — inside herself, 
you know, not with her lips at all — ^"What a 
good thing it is I can't ask myself any questions." 
"Oh, can't you?" answered herself to herself; 
"you'll find you can, though. Who torments 
other people to death, wanting to know some- 
thing or the other all day long, just for the sake 
of asking questions ; who does that, eh ? " 

Ella could not stand this any more. It was 
really too much, you know, when one began scold- 
ing oneself like that, so she rushed to her bed, 
and flung herself down on her knees, as if she 
were going to say her prayers, and called out 
quite loud, " Ella, Ella ! but she never will do 
so any more." And then she jumped up and 
scrambled into bed, feeling so thankful that the 
sheet did not ask her any questions, and she 
D 2 
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cuddled herself up as warm as she could, but still 
it seemed very cold. However, she managed to 
get to sleep again ; that is to say, she thought she 
went to sleep, but it was really that the Dream- 
sylph got all her little crooked people together 
and chased them out of poor Ella's head, so as 
to let her have some peace and rest. As soon 
as the last stray question had been caught by 
that lady in the black veil all over diamond eyes, 
and tumbled out upon the pillow to find his way 
home as best he might, Nurse woke up with a 
start, feeling as if somebody had taken a plug 
out of each ear. 

"Bless me,'* she cried, "how late it is! And 
there's that child gone and kicked all the blankets 
off her, and she must be as cold as a stone. Wake 
up, Miss Ella, dear; look where you've got your 
blankets too I Whatever has made you toss and 
tumble about in that way?" 

" Oh, Nursey," said Ella, not even opening her 
eyes^ but turning round so as to hide her head 
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in the pillow, "Don't, pray don't, ask me any 
questions, you can't think how tired I am of 
them ! Everything has been so horrid. I couldn't 
wash, or dress, or eat my breakfast for the way 
they wanted to know all about how they were 
made, and where they came from." 

Nurse looked very 'much surprised. No wonder; 
my nurse would be astonished to hear me talk 
that way, though she often says, "Miss Ethel 
do talk a powerful lot of nonsense, don't she?" 
But that's only because she doesn't understand. 
Ella's nurse did not understand either, and 
felt quite frightened. Indeed she was still more 
frightened when Ethel let herself be dressed 
quietly and silently, without wanting to know 
what soap was made of, or where sponges 
grew, or why buttons were made round, or 
why people wore clothes at all, and all her usual 
foolish questions. 

"I hope the child isn't ill," Nurse thought to 
herself. When Ella went to her lessons she was 
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so quiet, and good, and silent, that Miss Kirke 
went to her mamma and said — 

"Do you know, I fear Ella can't be quite tlie 
thing. She has not asked me a single question 
all lesson-time." 

"Send her here," said Mamma. "Ella, my 
child, what is the matter with you } Both Nurse 
and Miss Kirke say you are quite unlike your 
little chatterbox self this morning. Has any- 
thing happened to vex you, dear.^" 

"Oh, Mamma," cried Ella, gulping down her 
tears for fear they should prick her cheeks, "you 
can*t think how horrid everything has been, all 
except my bed ; that did not ask me any ques- 
tions, thank goodness." 

When Ella said this, her mamma got up and 
rang the bell, and said, "Send for the doctor." 

" Don't, please don't, dear Mamma," cried Ella 
in alarm; "he'll be sure to ask me such a lot 
of questions!" 

But the doctor didn't, though ; he just felt her 
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pulse, and looked at her tongue, and said, "A 
little disarrangement of the stomach, very slight — 
a-hem ! — a small powder at bedtime, and perhaps 
a draught in the morning, will remove all un- 
pleasant symptoms. There is no cause for uneasi- 
ness, my dear madam — a-hem ! " And so he went 
away; and Nurse gave Ella her powder in a 
spoonful of the same jam she had tried so hard 
to eat in her dream. 

" Are there any wasps in it ? " she asked ; but 
before Nurse could answer she cried, " Oh, I didn't 
mean to ask a question, indeed I didn't." 

" No, my dear, there ain't no wapses," said Nurse 
very kindly, "and I'd dearly like to hear you 
ask a question or two, just to show you ain't off 
your head." 

"No, Nurse, I'll never, never ask any more 
questions," answered Ella, and I don't believe 
she did either, do you. Ribbon.? 
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CHAPTER II. 

TEA IN THE WOODS. 

"Will! Will, Will— lee!" shouted little Polly 
Gardner one fine August morning to her lazy- 
brother. Polly was standing just outside the 
porch of the Rectory, and calling as loud as 
ever she was able. It was such a beautiful 
morning that you could not believe anybody 
would like to lie in bed, unless they were too 
sick to get up. But Willy Gardner was in bed, 
and snoring too, although he was quite, perfectly 
well. Laziness was the only thing the matter 
with him, and if he had anything to do, even 
in his play, he used to give up directly, and 
say, " Oh ! Tm tired to death ; and sick of the 
whole thing." Fancy a boy being so lazy as that ! 
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Folly did not look lazy as she stood there 
with the clematis over the porch hanging down 
until it nearly touched her, and making her seem 
exactly as if she were a picture of a bright^ 
good, nice little girl, instead of being the little 
girl her own self. I should like so much to 
have had Polly for a sister, and she would have 
liked it too I am sure, if she had been real, for 
she had no sister, only this one brother Willy, 
and he was half his time asleep, or resting, or 
else eating. He was not a bit like Ralph or 
Oswald, who are really very nice, considering 
they are only boys, so Polly was not so well 
off as me. 

Willy Gardner had a little room all to himself, 
built over the pantry, and sticking out by the 
side of the porch. Outside it looked very pretty 
with a great big Virginia Creeper all over its red 
walls, and some ivy, and even some clematis 
from the porch, which had thrown out a long 
branch and caught hold of a nail or something. 
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and was helping to cover up that new part of 
the house, and make it look as green and pretty 
as the old. Yes, outsidt, it was very pretty, 
but inside — ach ! We know what boys' rooms 
are /«side, don't we. Ribbon dear.? There were 
not only strings of birds' eggs and cases of 
butterflies — poor little things, why can't boys let 
them alone, I wonder ? — but there were the heads 
of little birds cut off and dried, and then nailed 
in the middle of a little rosette ; for an ornament, 
as Willy said. At least that is what Ralph and 
Oswald do, and they get me to make the rosette 
for them, and I daresay Polly had to do just 
the same! Besides the birds' heads there were 
the skins of mice, tanned, and cut into little 
mats, and Polly had to bind them round with 
ribbon, though she hated doing it, and then in 
one corner a row of rabbits' tails — scuts, the boys 
call'em, I believe — ^was neatly nailed against the 
wall. Every time Willy shot a rabbit he cut off 
its tail and fastened it up there. He had not 
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shot a great many, however. I suppose because 
he was so lazy, though he might have done so, 
for he had a real gun, and could go out and 
shoot rabbits whenever he liked. But then he 
would have had to get up early or stay out late, 
you know, because the bunnies keep in their 
holes all day when it is so hot, and only pop up 
to feed early in the morning and late at night, 
just when they feel certain that lazy boys won't 
come out after them. 

The reason Polly Jiad got up so early, for I 
really don't believe it was seven o'clock yet, or 
anything like it, was because it happened to be 
her birthday, and one always gets up early on 
one's birthday to make it as Ipng as possible. 
How dreadful it must be for those poor children 
whose birthdays come in the winter! Polly's 
birthday was in — let me see — in August, just 
like mine. That's the best time, for it is not 
too hot, and the boys haven't gone back to 
school yet I should have liked mine in June, 
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because of the strawberries, but August will do 
very well, and Polly liked hers in August on 
account of what happened every year on her 
birthday. 

Ever since Polly could remember anything her 
birthday treat had always been the same — ^tea 
in Stock Wood. Oh it was such a delightful place, 
and I am going to tell you all about it. The 
reason Polly got up so early was to see if it was 
going to be a fine day, for once, a long time 
ago — a whole year, I daresay — it had been wet, 
and there could be no tea in Stock Wood. And 
although Mr. and Mrs. Gardner, who were very 
kind people, did all they could to make up to 
Polly for her disappointment, still it had been 
very, very sad for her to be obliged to have tea 
in the house on her birthday just like other 
days. There was no fear of that happening to- 
day, however, for not only was the sun shining, 
and not a cloud to be seen anywhere, but the 
swallows were flying quite high, and when Polly 
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asked old HoUenby the gardener, who was the 
only person up and about so early, he had 
answered, "A fine day is it going to be then? 
Bless your little heart. Miss, it'll be the beauti- 
fuUest day of the whole year. A trifle warm or 
so for the poor harvest-men, but no doubt the 
Squire 11 consider that in the beer." 

It seemed rather horrid to think of beer so early 
in the morning, when Polly had not even had her 
breakfast yet, but it reminded her that she was 
hungry, or, I should say, thirsty ; and as she spied 
the cows coming out of the field, she ran off for 
her own little mug and took it to Jim Stickles, 
and said, " It's my birthday, Jim, and IVe come 
for a little milk, if you please." 

Jim was rather a cross old man, something like 
our Jim, and was bent almost in two with rheu- 
matics, still he would go on driving the cows in 
and out of the field and milking them, and when 
Papa — I mean Mr. Gardner — said, "Jim, you'd 
better have a boy to help you do all the hard 
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work;" Jim would try to straighten himself and 
say, " Noa, noa, Measter, thank you kindly all the 
same, but sure-ly I'd have to drive the boy as 
well as the dumb beasts. Noa, if yer want to gie 
me ^extra work, gie me that little yalla cow that's 
for sale over-bye; but don't gie me any boys, I 
b^ yer." That's what Jim used to say. Some- 
times if his back was very bad he'd be cross to 
Polly; that is to say, not exactly cross to her, 
you know, but he would say things to the cows 
which Polly felt quite sure he would not have 
said if she had not put him out by coming into 
the shed with her mug. 

However, as it was her birthday, Jim could not 
possibly be cross to the little girl. He only 
looked at her and said, "It's a fine day for a 
birthday then, and I hope we may tak' it for a 
sign all yer days will be bright; until yer gets 
the rheumatics, that's to say. Miss. Give us yer 
moog thin, and we'll fill it for yer." 

So Polly drank her milk, and it was so delicious 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



IL] TEA IN THE WOODS. 47 

that she begged for some more to take to Willy, 
for Waiy liked new milk very much if he could 
have it without the trouble of getting up for it 
Polly must have been a very good-natured little girl, 
for although I fag for Ralph and Oswald, I do it 
because they are really nice boys. I am quite sure 
I would not wait upon such a lazy, selfish boy as 
that Willy. There he lay, snoring in bed, though 
the sun was shining— oh, so beautifully! — in at 
his window, and all the birds making such a 
row, singing, and chirrupping, and twittering, and 
old HoUenby sharpening his scythe every five 
minutes just outside his window. It was all as 
delicious as ever it could be, and Willy ought to 
have been up and out, feeding his rabbits, or 
looking at his night lines, or attending to some 
of the quantities of business boys seem to have 
always on their hands. But no, he lay there 
snoring, yet Polly shook him and even kissed him, 
saying so prettily, 
"Wake up, Willy dear. It's my birthday, and it 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



48 RIBBON STORIES, [chap. 

is such a beautiful morning ; it won't rain all day, 
HoUenby says, and we're going to have tea in 
Stock Wood, you know, and I've brought you 
some new milk." 

That was the only thing she said which made 
Willy open his eyes. He didn't care whether it 
was his little sister's birthday, nor whether it was 
going to be fine, nor even where they were going 
to have tea, but he cared for the milk, so he 
opened one eye, and his mouth, and said, " Give it 
here." After he had drank it up, he turned round 
and covered himself up, and growled, "Now go 
away, and let's have another nap." 

"Oh, Willy!" cried Polly, much disappointed; 
"it's my birthday; do get up." 

"Look here," answered the horrid, rude boy, 
" birthday or not, if you don't take yourself out of 
this, sharp, I'll heave something at you." 

Poor little Polly went away very sadly, but just 
then she heard Dale, her mamma's maid, calling 
her, and when she ran upstairs. Dale kissed her. 
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and gave her a large roll of beautiful scraps of silk 
and ribbons and lace, and a little sprig of real 
artificial flowers, to dress her doll with. Then 
she took her into her mamma's room, and there 
were her mamma and papa wide awake, not a bit 
sleepy or cross, like Will, but futl of play and fun, 
and bringing out every minute a book or a paint- 
box, or something delightful, from under their 
pillows, or from beneath the counterpane, and pre- 
tending to wonder who had put the things there, 
and who they were for. Of course they were 
all for Polly, and there were so many of them, 
and everything was so interesting and amusing to 
look at, that it didn't seem a minute between 
breakfast and dinner. Generally Polly found 
this part of the day rather long, because she 
missed having to do her lessons — for you know 
one does not even practise on one's birthday — 
but this day passed as quickly as could be, and 
she did not think it could be anything like one 
o'clock when her mamma called out, "Where's 
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Polly ? Polly dear, come and get your hat ; the 
donkey-cart is going to be packed, and will soon 
start." 

Can't you fancy how Polly sprang up and 
rushed away to put her boots on, and get her hat ? 
And yet, though she was in such a desperate hurry, 
she was obliged to stop and jump a little, like this, 
because one makes all the greater haste afterwards 
if one gets rid of some of one's happiness first, 
that way. I'm sure I should burst if I did not 
dance a little when I'm very happy, and Polly felt 
just the same. First she had to go to the kitchen, 
for cook was calling her, and there were all the 
things spread out on the table for her to see before 
they were put up. That was part of the treat, 
for it made Polly feel exactly like her mamma ; 
she tried to appear as if she ordered dinner 
every day, as she looked at the great basket of 
buns and asked, "Do you think you have got 
enough there, Mrs. Evans ? The boys eat a great 
deal, you know." 
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But Mrs. Evans only smiled and said, " Lord 
love you, Miss, they can't eat all of them." 

It was very wrong of the cook to speak that 
way, for she never did so to Polly's mamma; 
she must have forgotten that it was Polly's birth- 
day. After that the little girl did not try to give 
any more orders, but she only said, as like 
her mamma as ever she could, turning round 
and walking away, this way, " It will all do very 
nicely, I daresay; I only hope the things won't 
get broken." Polly did not look behind, or she 
would have seen the cook laughing, and Sarah the 
kitchen-maid top, but as soon as she got outside, 
she saw the donkey-cart all ready, and it looked 
so delightful she was obliged to jump again. 

"Come along, Polly," said her mamma; "we 
have to go round by the House, you know, and 
pick up all the children there. Willy has gone on 
already." 

Polly thought in her heart that Willy might 
have waited for her, as it was her birthday ; but 
E 2 
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she would not let the little cross feeling show its 
nose above the ground, because one must try as 
hard as ever one can to be good and nice on 
one's birthday. She did not say anything, but 
just took her mamma's hand and walked across 
the road, and through the big iron gates, down 
a beautiful hollow all shady with big trees, past 
a summer-house, across a very rickety little 
wooden bridge, up a lawn like a little hill, and 
so to the shady side of the big House, where 
the Squire lived. 

Polly did not jump about now so very much. 
I suppose because she was really altogether too 
happy. When Tm too happy I am quite quiet, 
just the same as if I was sorry; and it was 
so very delightful altogether that Polly felt half 
afraid it might be all a dream, and that she 
should wake up and find she had slept too long 
and it was a wet morning. She even asked her 
mamma, as I did the other day at that picnic, 
"Mamma dear, do you think it is all quite 
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real?" and her mamma laughed, just as mine 
did, and said, "Yes, darling, quite real;* After 
that Polly felt even happier, and let go her 
mother's hand, and ran on to where Willy and 
the other boys were standing. They all shouted 
when they saw her, and cried out, " Come and 
look, make haste ; " but before she could get close 
up to them, Harry, the big boy, came up like 
the gentleman he was, and lifted his straw hat 
off his head, and shook hands with Polly, saying, 
" I wish you many happy returns of the day, 
Polly." That was rather awful, because Harry 
was such a big boy, at Eton ; but still it was 
very delightful, and made Polly feel quite grown 
up. However, she had not much time to think 
about it, for all the other five boys came crowding 
around her, calling out altogether to keep each 
other in countenance, — for they never would have 
had courage to say it by themselves, as Harry 
did, — " Many happy returns ; look what mother 
has given to the tea ! " What, indeed ? Such a 
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big basket of peaches. Polly had never seen so 
many peaches together in all her life, and the boys 
made her try to lift the basket, and she could 
hardly move it. Willy darted forward just then, 
and said, " HI help you, Polly dear." If it had 
not been her birthday Polly might have wondered 
whether he would have offered to help her if it 
had been a basket of books or clothes for some 
poor person, but as it was, she could not think 
such things. 

Indeed she had not much time to think any- 
thing, for Harry came forward in his stately 
way — he was sixteen, and quite grown up, you 
know — and said, " You must not attempt to carry 
it yourself, Polly. Here, Claude, you and Percy 
catch hold of this, and take care you don't let 
any of the boys get at it." Percy was Polly's 
pet of all the boys up at the House. He came 
two away from Harry, and was not so strong 
as the others, but he was the dearest boy you 
ever saw. He was not so cruel as other boys, 
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because he often had to suffer pain himself, and 
that made him understand better how it hurts 
creatures to be played roughly with. Boys don't 
know what an ache or a pain is generally, and 
they think other things are just the same. Then 
Percy had such a glorious voice ; and when he 
used to shake his thick wavy curls back, in church, 
and sing as loud as he could, with his bright blue 
eyes looking straight through the narrow side- 
door, beyond the Rectory garden and the big 
trees, far away, as if he could see right up into 
the summer sky, Polly used to feel as if she were 
going to cry. 

Percy was always very gentle with her too, 
though he was not a bit of a molly-coddle; still 
he did not seem to think she had no business 
in the world as the other boys did, because she 
could not jump with a pole, or climb trees, or 
play cricket all day long. And his face was 
just like one of the angels in the big picture in 
the drawing-room. Just like that, only nicer. 
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for the angel looked always the same, whilst 
Percy's face changed every time he spoke, and 
was what Papa calls " full of expression." At all 
events he was a very nice boy, and Polly always 
wished Willy had been like that, but he wasn't, 
was he i 

Presently, in a minute or two, the boys all 
shouted out together, " Oh, here's mother and 
Violet 1 Come along, Vi ! " Polly turned her 
head, and saw two ladies running down the 
broad steps of the House. They both looked 
just the same, though Mrs. Russell was Violet's 
mother, and not only her's, but the mother of all 
those great boys, Harry and all. She wasn't fat, 
and^red, and puffy, as ladies so often are when 
they have a house full of children. She was as 
slim as her daughter, and her eyes were as bright 
and she laughed just as often and as sweetly as 
Violet did. But although Mrs. Russell looked so 
young and so pretty, it was Violet that Polly 
thought the most beautiful young lady in the 
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whole world, and wondered if she could ever 
possibly be like that when she grew up. Mrs. 
Russell and the boys were all dark, but Violet 
was as fair and as fresh as one of the roses 
growing against the porch. Not red roses, you 
know, nor quite white, but roses with just a little 
pink in them. And then she was not a bit 
proud, although her beautiful hair — which made 
Polly think of the sun shining over a field of 
ripe corn when she wore it hanging down over 
her shoulders — had been turned up, and dressed 
like her mamma's for nearly a year, and she 
wore a long gown like Mrs. Russell's, and did 
not romp about with the boys any more. Still 
she was not a bit proud, but came up and kissed 
Polly, and seemed just as delighted to think 
that it was a fine afternoon, arid that they 
were going to have tea in Stock Wood, as 
Polly herself. 

So they all set out, and even the boys went 
along tolerably steadily. There was so much to 
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think about. First, it was by no means sure that 
the donkey-cart could get up all the way to 
Stock Wood, for the old road had been shut up, 
and the new one was very rough indeed. That 
was a great anxiety, and Polly thought about it 
a great deal ; then there was that great basket 
of peaches to be carried. You could not expect 
the boys to carry it steadily, and they changed 
about so often that at last it came to be no- 
body's business ; and Violet and Polly, who were 
walking together, found it, left to its own devices, 
in the middle of the wood. So they picked it 
up and carried it for the rest of the way. They 
played Willy a trick about it though, for when 
they got to Stock Wood they hid it under a 
holly-bush, and when the boys came up they 
asked them, "Where are the peaches.?" just as 
if they did not know. Willy was so frightened 
to think that they had been lost, or left behind, 
that he set up a loud boo-hoo, and ran about 
shaking his hands, like this, up and down, cry- 
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ing out, " Oh the peaches, the peaches ! boo-hoo, 
boo-hoo. What shall we do ? They're lost — 
oh, they're lost ! It was all your fault, Claude." 
But it had really been Willy's fault that they 
were put down where Violet and Polly had 
found them, for it so happened it was Willy's 
turn to carry them, but as he was Polly's 
brother, and it was her birthday, nobody said 
anything to him, and he was soon comforted 
when they showed him the peaches under the 
holly-bush. 

The first thing to do was to get wood for the 
fire, although the donkey-cart had not yet ap- 
peared, still it was as well to be ready, you 
know. Mrs. Russell and all helped. Polly worked 
very hard picking up twigs, but she did not know, 
until she tried, what hard work it is, nor what 
fern immense long time it takes to get even an 
armful of sticks. I don't believe they would 
ever have had enough to boil the kettle if it had 
not been for one of the boys, Georgie I think it 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



6o RIBBON STORIES, [chap. 

must have been, who came upon a big stack of 
faggots hidden away in the wood, already cut, and 
tied up into bundles, ready to be carted away. 
Georgie lost no time in hoisting one of these 
bundles up on his back, and staggering back to 
the tea-party-place with it He looked so funny 
as he came along ; no little boy to be seen at all, 
nothing but a great, huge bundle of sticks, which 
seemed to be walking along on a pair of legs of 
its own. When the others saw him they clapped 
their hands, and cried, "Well done, Georgie! 
bravo, Georgie ! " But Harry, though he laughed 
at first, looked grave directly, and said, " Hullo, 
Georgie, where did you find that } " 

"Down there," said Georgie, sticking up his 
head as well as he could with such a weight 
on his shoulders. 

"Well, then, you must just take it back again 
to where you found it, for I know all those faggots 
have been sold to Farmer Fenton„ and we must 
not touch them." 
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All the other boys set up a clamour, and said 
it was a shame; but Georgie saw that Harry 
was in earnest, and knew that he was right, so 
he staggered off with his load, and put it in its 
place again, and dragged a great bough of a 
tree back to make up. the fire. 

By this time the donkey-cart had arrived, and 
the kettle was all ready, full of water and ever}-- 
thing, but there was no fire. It wouldn't light, 
and no wonder, for the pile of wood looked 
more as if they were going to make a bonfire 
than boil a kettle. At last Mrs. Russell came 
to the rescue, and got Harry to heave up the 
great pile, using a thick stick for a poker, and 
she shoved in some paper, and at last a blaze 
came. 

"Fetch the sticks to hang the kettle on!" 
some one cried, but the only sticks to be found 
were absurd little things, not nearly so tall as I 
am. If they had tried to hang the kettle on 
them, it would have been completely in the 
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flames, handle and all ; so Harry said, " This 
won't do, you know; Willy, go and fetch three 
hop-poles. There are a lot stacked yonder; 
bring the shortest you can find." But Willy 
was much too stupid and lazy to take the 
trouble of searching for proper sticks, so he just 
picked up the first poles he came across, and 
returned in a minute or two, trailing three huge, 
clumsy things after him. They were not right 
at all, and even Harry looked disgusted, and 
said, "What a muff!" But there was no time 
to lose, for the fire was burning away, and it 
they did not make haste they would have had 
to go and fetch a lot more sticks ; so they 
managed as well as they could, and tied them 
together with an iron chain, and hung the kettle 
on them, just as real gipsies do, and then they 
all took hands, and danced round and round the 
fire, Violet, and Harry, and all. But they could 
not do that very long, for they had put on such 
a lot of wood that the blaze got quite tremendous. 
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burned, and Mrs. Russell shrieked out, "Some 
bracken! get a lot of green bracken and stifle 
the blaze." In a moment all the boys and 
girls had flung themselves into a great patch of 
tall green fern, and they pulled and pulled away 
as hard and as fast as ever they could. But in 
another minute there was a loud cry of "My 
finger, look here!" and everybody was showing 
everybody else their finger, for the bracken Jiad 
cut them all as if it had been a knife. Even 
Violet's gloves had not saved her hands, which 
were cut as badly as the boys'. However, there 
was no tinre to tie up the wounds, for the 
flames mounted higher and higher, and Mrs. 
Gardner kept calling louder and louder, "Oh, 
save it ! " meaning the holly. So they all rushed 
back in a minute or two with their arms quite 
full of the damp, green bracken, and bravely 
flung it down on the blazing fire, and then in 
another minute there was a dreadful smoke. It 
nearly choked them ; but the fire did not blaze 
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any more for a minute or two, so they thought 
it was a good chance to get the kettle off and 
make the tea. The grown-up ladies, and even 
Violet, said the tea wasn't very nice when it was 
made, and that the water was smoked, and hadn't 
boiled ; but thenr, you know, ladies are so awfully 
particular over their tea, Polly thought it per- 
fectly delicious, especially when it was discovered 
that the spoons had been forgotten, and she had 
to stir her tea with a little bit of stick. So 
they sat there as happy as happy could be, with 
the tall trees over their heads, making a beautiful 
shade, and squirrels and birds in the branches, 
watching until they went away to come and 
eat up all the crumbs. The peaches were very 
good too, and their juice ran down Polly's fingers 
into her lap, but nobody said a word, because 
she couldn't help having no plate. 

Polly felt quite sorry when tea was over, 
although they all ate and drank as much as ever 
they could to make it last longer ; but even Willy 
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was obliged to say at last, like fat Fenetta in 
the funny song, " No, thank you, mum, I'm full." 
Cook proved right after all, for they could 
not possibly eat all the buns, and there were a 
good many left. Polly looked so grave at this 
that her mamma said, "We'll look out for some 
hoppers as we go home, and give the rest to 
them." That cheered her up; she only did not 
want cook to see how foolish her fear of a bun- 
famine had been. 

After tea Mrs. Russell jumped up as gaily as 
Violet or even Polly could have done, and called 
out, " Who'll come and play at Dumb Crambo ? " 
Of course they all wanted to go out with her, but 
she would only take three boys at a time. That 
still left a lot with Mrs. Gardner, and Violet, and 
Polly, and they set them such difficult words, that 
it became tremendous fun to see Mrs. Russell 
doing ** stride," or Harry acting a pony, and Percy 
trying to " ride " him. Then for another word they 
had to fly, and to cry, and to sigh, and to do all 
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sorts of absurd things. They laughed until Polly 
felt sorry she had eaten so many peaches; and 
they were no graver over *' Shouting Proverbs." 
Everybody had one word of a proverb, and when 
Violet clapped her hands, everyone said it as 
loud as ever they could. But you always heard 
Harry's word the plainest, and then the poor 
person who was out used to say quite helplessly, 
" I didn't hear a word except * the,* or * all,' 
or 'not,' (whichever was Harry's word), which 
was sure to be a stupid little word, and no help 
at all to them. Then they sang funny glees and 
songs, and the more out of tune they sang the 
more they laughed ; and Polly thought the birds 
must wonder if they ever meant to leave oft 
and go away, and let them come down and get 
some supper in peace and quietness. 

It's a great pity the sun always wants to set 
so soon on birthdays ; long before Polly thought it 
could possibly be more than half-past three, Mrs. 
Russell looked at her watch, and cried — 
F 2 
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" Dear me, who would have believed it could 
be so late ? It is actually six o'clock. We must 
make haste home, or the Squire will be waiting 
for his dinner." 

She called her husband that sometimes in fun, 
just as my mamma calls my papa if she wants to 
tease him. So they scrambled up all the things, 
and bundled them into the donkey-cart, but in- 
stead of sending it on again, Mrs. Gardner told 
the boy who was driving it to keep as near them 
as he could. That was on account of the buns 
in case they met any hoppers ; and the curious 
thing was, that no sooner did they get out into 
the lane than they saw another donkey-cart very 
like their own coming towards them. Mrs. Russell 
said she was quite sure the travellers would think 
they too were hoppers, for they had torn their 
gowns, and the boys were in a shocking mess, of 
course ; and they were all sunburnt, and hot, and 
tired, though it had been so happy. But the 
hoppers knew that they were not poor people, and 
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that they had only been playing at what they 
themselves do every day, and don't consicier such 
a treat 

So one woman, carrying a nice little rosy boy 
with bright black eyes, came up, and asked the 
good lady for a drop of milk "for the childer." 
Polly's mamma stopped the donkey-cart and 
gave her the big bottle of milk, which was not 
half empty, and all the rest of the buns, so " the 
childer '* must have had a good supper that night. 

" How I should like to be a hopper, Mamma," 
sighed Polly. 

" Well, dear, next birthday, please God, if all's 
w^ll, you shall go hopping instead of having tea 
in Stock Wood," said Mrs. Gardner. 

" Oh, thank you. Mamma ; that will be some- 
thing delightful to think of all the time until next 
birthday," said Polly. 

She wanted to tell the boys of the plan, but 
they were not to be seen anywhere just then ; so 
the two ladies, and Violet, and Polly walked quietly 
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on. After they got out of the lane they came 
to a field which led them into another lane, 
with high banks, and rocks, and caves ; but whilst 
they were crossing this field, such a splendid 
picture seemed to lie spread out before them, 
that Violet stopped, and said, "Look there, 
Polly ; isn't it all beautiful ) " And so it was, 
very beautiful, just like what Mamma and I saw 
the other evening coming home, only she said 
it was damp, and we must not stop and look 
at it any longer. In front of them a crop 
of late corn had been cut, and lay in soft yellow 
streaks across the green field. There wasn't 
much corn, and the grass or the young wheat 
had been able to grow very green and thick 
beneath. Then, beyond that again, but still close 
to them, was a large hop garden, with the hop- 
vines hiding all the bare poles, and making little 
arbours and bowers as they trailed from one to 
the other, and such a lot of little, young, pale green 
hops hanging on the vines ! The only things 
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you could see behind the hop-gardens were woods 
and low hills, some purple and some bluish ; but 
behind them again a beautiful sky shone. The sun 
was just going down below one of the hills, so 
Violet and Polly eould look at its bright yellow 
rays if they tilted their hats over their eyes. 
Like "Jerusalem the Golden," I (I mean Polly) 
thought, and she and Violet spoke in whispers, 
whilst they looked at all the glory and beauty 
before them. 

"Don't let us stop and see it fade away," 
said Polly, softly ; " let us always think of the sun 
going to bed on my birthday like that." So she 
took Violet's hand, and they ran on until they 
overtook Mrs. Russell and Mrs. Gardner, who were 
just entering the lane. 

Violet knew what trickified creatures boys are, 
and, as she did not see them in front, said, 
" Where are those boys. Mamma ? Pm sure 
they're going to play us a trick." While she 
was speaking, down came a large rock, rolling 
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and bumping into the narrow road before them. 
The ladies turned quite pale, as well they might, 
for if they had been the least bit nearer, some one 
would have been crushed. They thought they 
heard a scream, but Harry called out directly, 
"Don't be frightened, mother, it is quite an accident ; 
we never meant to hurt or frighten you. We only 
intended to jump down into the road ourselves." 

** But how did the rock ^w^ way ? " asked Mrs. 
Gardner. " Is no one hurt } " Then the next 
minute she cried, " Where is Willy } " for she knew 
how naughty and troublesome the lad was. No 
Willy answered, and they went to look where 
the rock had fallen. There, in the dust, between 
it and the bank, lay Master Willy, very white, and. 
quite quiet, as if he had been asleep. It's a mercy, 
as Nurse says, the rock had not fallen on him, 
for if it had, he must have been crushed as flat 
as a spider ; but he had only lost his balance and 
tumbled down, after having pushed the rock over 
the edge. They picked him up, some carrying 
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his head, and some his heels ; and they took him 
into a cottage which happened to be near, and 
laid him on the bed. After he had drunk 
some water, and washed the dust out of his ears 
and nose and mouth, he soon got well enough 
to walk, but he was very sulky and would not 
say much, for he was vexed at having tumbled 
down and hurt himself, instead of only fright- 
ening the ladies and covering them with dust. 
That's what he meant to do. Even if he had 
been a real boy, / shouldn't have been sorry for 
him ; but Polly was actually sorry because he 
was her brother, and also because she was such 
a nice little thing. 

It's nearly time for my tea now, so that must 
be the end of Polly's birthday. Perhaps she is a 
real little girl, and I may meet her some day. If 
ever I do, I must try and remember how she had 
tea in Stock Wood, and tell her all about it, in 
case she doesn't know. 
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JOE GURGLES. 

Once upon a time a boy called Joe lived with his 
father and mother in a little cottage just like that 
one down there where old Mrs. Fletcher lives. 
Let me see what sort of a boy Joe was. Rather 
fat, I think ; and he must have had a big head, 
because he was always tumbling down. At 
least, I know Franky Davis is always tumbling 
over everything, and they say it is because he 
has a big head. Joe wasn't at all a^bad boy, 
but stupid, very stupid ; and his being so stupid 
made him do such funny things. Joe's mother 
— Dame Gurgles as she was always called — 
didn't think them funny, though. When at the 
harvest supper he fell flat down, over nothing at 
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all, with the great big beer- jug in his hand, just 
as he was going to put it on the table, every- 
body laughed except his sister Patience, whose 
new gown was all stained and spoilt with the beer. 
His father, the old farmer, did not mind much, 
because he was in such a good temper at his 
harvest having been all got in without a drop of 
rain from first to last ; he only went to draw some 
more beer himself in another jug, for Joe had, 
of course, broken the one he had been carrying. 
He gave Joe a little kick with his foot as he passed, 
— not to hurt him, you know, but just in fun, and 
said, " Get up, boy ; thee'll tumble once too often 
some fine day, and break that big head o' thine 
'nstead o' my joogs." That was the way Farmer 
Gurgles talked. But the dame looked terribly 
cross at Joe, and cried, " If he would but break 
his bones 'stead o* my crockery it would be a good 
job!" Fancy one's own mother wishing one to 
hurt oneself! It is quite dreadful to think of 
Joe picked himself up, feeling quite stunned and 
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unhappy. His mother's cross words hurt him as 
much as if she had hit him ever sq hard, and 
he first picked himself up sorrowfully^ and then 
the pieces of the jug afterwards. Joe had a ridi- 
culous way of feeling himself all over with his 
great flat hand, open, like this, to see if he were 
hurt ; and he must have looked very foolish as he 
stood there with the handle of the jug in one 
hand, patting his big head carefully with the other,^ 
to see where the new bump was. Of course Joe's 
head was a mass of bumps, and his shins and his 
elbows and knees were always black and blue, but 
nobody used to be sorry for him, or offered to do 
anything to make him well when he hurt him- 
self. His father would say that he meant to get 
the carpenter to make a big go-cart for Joe to learn 
to walk in, and he pretended that the boy ought 
to be tied into his chair like the new baby. 

However, as the harvest supper was a sort of 
party, they did not laugh so very much at Joe's 
tumble ; and his father, when he came back from 
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the cellar, said, quite good-natufedly for him, 
" Best go and clean thee'sself, laxi, and coom and 
have a bit o* supper/* But Joe could not help 
thinking of his mother's cross look when she 
wished he would break himself instead of her 
jugS) and he shook his big head and went 
slowly and sorrowfully away. He did not go to 
his own little room, as I should do if I were very 
sorry about anything, because he could only get 
up to it by a ladder in one corner of. the kitchen 
where they were all having their supper, and the 
steps were so narrow and so steep that he very 
often slipped off them. He thought that would 
never do now, so he crept away out at the back 
door, past old Growler the mastiff, and so into the 
rick-yard, where all the new stacks were piled up, 
smelling sweet and nice in the fresh, cool air. 

As he passed Growler, Joe stopped and rubbed 
his leg just to feel how the sore place on it was 
getting on. That had been a very bad place 
indeed, because the doctor had made it sore on 
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purpose. And it all came through Joe's tumbling 
down. One evening, at the beginning of that very 
summer, Dame Gurgles bade Joe go and fetch her 
something out of the tool-house, which happened 
to be near Growler's kennel. Joe was a very good- 
natured boy, and always ready to run errands for 
his mother, or anybody else. So the moment the 
dame called out, "Just go and fetch me that peg 
with the string round it, Joe, there's a good boy," 
Joe set off, best pace. But although it was not 
really dark, nor anything like it, Joe never saw 
Growler's long chain stretched tight across the 
yard, for Growler himself had come out of his hot 
kennel and was gnawing a bone as far away as his 
chairi would let him get. However Joe did not see 
the chain, so he caught his foot in it, and down he 
came, flat on his face, with a dreadful bump, on the 
paved yard. That was bad enough, but it was 
worse when Growler flew at him with a savage 
snap, and bit the piece right out of his leg, 
trouser and all, — not a very big bit, you know. 
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because I think by the time Growler had taken the 
trouser in his teeth, he found out it was Joe ; but 
quite big enough to hurt horribly. You may 
imagine how Joe roared, and the dame roared 
too, and called out " Mad dog," until everybody 
came running out to see. She wanted Growler 
to be shot that very moment, and she threw her 
apron over her head, and declared she was " main 
sorry," but Joe must be smothered between two 
feather-beds directly. Joe howled worse than ever 
when he heard this, of course \ and they all made 
such a noise among them, that the farmer came in 
from the hay-field to know what was the matter. 
He would not hear of either Growler or Joe being 
what he called " put out of the way," but he sent 
for the doctor, and the doctor made a bit of iron 
red-hot in the fire, and burned Joe's leg where 
Growler had bit him. Poor Joe thought that was 
almost as bad as being smothered; but he bore 
it pretty well, and his father gave him a bright 
shilling to comfort him* 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



8o RIBBON STORIES. [chap. 

It was quite natural that Joe should stop and 
rub his leg, but doing so only made him re- 
member how unkind his mother had been to 
him, and how anxious she . had seemed to 
put him out of the way. Joe did not even 
feel comforted when he had walked round all 
the hay- and corn-stacks. He fell down twice 
whilst he was doing this ; once over a rake, and 
once he caught his toe against a stone. He 
would have liked to creep into the loose hay 
and go to sleep there, as he often did in the 
summer-time, but it was all too tightly packed 
now for that. The next best thing was to climb 
up a tall ladder right on to the top of the big 
centre stack, the one from which the flag was 
floating. It was so neatly thatched that Joe 
thought it would very likely be slippery, but then 
he remembered there would be the flag-staff" to 
hold on by, so he made up his mind to venture. 
His father had often advised him not to climb 
up high places, saying, "Thee*ll coom toombling 
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doon, Joe, my lad, and thee'll break that thick 
head o' thine, once and for all." But although 
Joe remembered this warning, he felt so unhappy 
he didn't mind it ; not out of regular naughtiness, 
you know, but only because he thought it could 
not matter to anyone whether he broke his head, 
" once and for all," or not. " Mother would be glad, 
I do believe," thought poor Joe dismally, as he 
sat up there on the top of the rick, with one arm 
round the stout stick from which the red hand- 
kerchief was fluttering, and his cheek pressed hard 
against the pale. He had dropped his cap whilst 
he was getting up the ladder, so he sat there bare- 
headed, with the cool breeze blowing on his hot 
forehead and his smarting eyes. 

"I wish I had' brought a bit of bread and 
cheese up in my pocket," he thought ; " Fm main 
hungry." That was the curious way Joe had of 
saying he was very hungry. Franky Davis talks 
like that. Joe watched the great big round moon 
come slowly up from the edge of the field where 

G 
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the mowers had cut through the hen partridge 
sitting close on her nest. "Pretty brown thing," 
Joe thought, "she'd rather ha' been cut to bits 
as she was, than go for to leave her eggs. I 
wonder, if one on *em had a big 'ed, whether 
she'd have a down on it like Mother has on me } 
Doctor says I'll grow to my head, and that there 
ain't nowt the matter wi' it; but it du get me 
into trouble every day of my life, sure-ly. There's 
that jug gone to-day, and I so careful where I 
stepped and all." But Joe could not go on 
thinking these sad thoughts very long, partly 
because he felt ever so much cooler and better 
for the fresh air and the sight of that beautiful 
calm moon, so quiet over there, and partly be- 
cause he kept getting more and more hungry 
every minute. 

Just as he was making up his mind to come 
down from the top of the rick, he saw one of 
the men come out and look about by each stack, 
as if he were searching for something. "What 
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can he want ? " Joe said to himself. ** Why, it's Ned 
Frampton ; Father must have sent him for summut." 
And so the farmer had, but poor Joe little knew 
what Ned had come to fetch the ladder away; he 
had no idea that Joe was perched up on the top 
of the rick, holding on to the flag-staff, and when he 
found what he was looking for, he just shouldered 
the ladder, although it was dreadfully awkward 
to carry, and staggered away with it. He did 
not come round to where Joe could have seen 
him, because it was shorter to go in at the back 
door; so after Joe had waited a little while, ex- 
pecting to see him come round into the moon- 
light, he guessed rightly that he must have found 
what he wanted, and gone in by the other way. 

All that side of the rick was in deep, dark 
shadow, so black that Joe felt quite frightened 
when he left off looking at the place which the 
moon made so bright and light, and he groped 
his way as well as he could over the slippery 
thatch, holding on to all the ropes as tight as 
G 2 
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possible, to where he had left the ladder. He 
could not well manage to look down over the 
side, but he felt with his feet for the top rung 
whilst he held on to the thatch. " Now I Ve got 
it ! " cried Joe quite out loud ; and as he said the 
words he loosened his hold a little, and then let 
go altogether. But no ladder was there, and 
Joe could not catch hold of anything, though 
he stretched out his hands, like this, and so 
he went over, and over, and over, untrl his 
head came bump against the ground; but the 
'strordinary thing is, that he didn't stop even 
there. No, his head made a hole through the 
ground, and Joe went head first through and 
through the field, until he got right into the 
niiddle of the world. There was such a hard 
piece t/ierc, that he couldn't get any further, so he 
stopped, and got down upon his feet somehow, 
and stood up rubbing his head tremendously, for 
it hurt a good deal, you know, after having 
bored such a deep, deep hole. 
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At first he saw nothing but sparks — just as we 
see if we come bump on our heads when we 
are skating, or anything like that ; but after a 
little while he saw that the sparks were really- 
little lamps on the top of men's heads. Such 
funny little men, too ! Quite black and shiny, 
with red jackets and loose red trousers ; and these 
bright lamps fastened on their heads instead of 
hats. They were as busy as bees, darting here, 
there, and everywhere; but very good-natured 
and happy. Joe's first thought, as he sat rub- 
bing his head rather dolefully, was, "I wish I 
had a lamp like that on my head ; I am sure 
I shouldn't tumble down any more if I had." 
He must have said it out loud, for before he 
knew where he was he saw a little spark of 
light flaming at the tip of his nose, and a lot 
of shrill, but very sweet, voices called out, "As 
many as you like, Joe Gurgles ! You are kindly 
welcome down here, and you shall have as many 
lamps as ever you choose. Come and look at 
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yourself!" Joe felt something tickling his leg, 
and there were a heap of tiny lamp-men 
tugging away at his boot-lace, trying to haul 
him up by it. When Joe understood what they 
meant he got up, and all the lamps flitted 
before him like so many Will o'the Wisps, and 
arranged themselves in a line on each side of 
a great black, bright place, which served as a 
looking-glass. So Joe marched up as brave as 
possible (for he could not be frightened when he 
was so much bigger than all the lamp-men put 
together), and he found himself opposite to the sort 
of wall. It looked like a large slab of coal, only 
it was polished until it shone as brightly as his 
mother's brass candlesticks; and in this funny kind 
of looking-glass he could see himself quite well. 
They had hung him all over lamps, indeed ! 
Besides the one on his nose — which he could see 
by shutting one eye and squinting at it, so — 
he had a dear little lamp hanging like an ear-ring 
to each of his big ears, and one dangled from his 
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chin, and there were such a lot in his hair ! Here, 
there, and everywhere ; wherever they found a 
lock of hair sticking up by itself— and Joe's hair 
grew all over his head in that manner — there 
they hung a lamp which shone beautifully, and 
made Joe think himself a very fine fellow indeed. 
" Fm powerful smart, now," said Joe, in his quiet, 
drawling way, just like Franky Davis ; " I could 
see through a brick wall now, I should think. 
Whatever do you need such a lot of lamps 
down here for, I wonder!" Well, you know, if 
Joe had not been a very stupid boy he would 
not have asked that question, for of course it 
must be quite, quite dark in the middle of the 
world; but he never thought of that. However, the 
busy little lamp-men were very good-humoured 
(that was because they were so busy ; Mamma 
says idle people are much more likely to be 
cross and nasty than those who have got plenty 
of useful work to do), and did not feel at all 
affronted at Joe*s questions. They only said, 
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speaking all at once, but even then not so loud 
as I do, "We must have light to do our play 
and our work by, of course." "Oh, I see!" said 
Joe, thinking himself very sharp indeed. " You're 
a lot of little colliers. I always did wish to go 
down a mine, and now I s'pose I've been and 
gone and done it. What a queer little lot of 
chaps you be, sure-ly ! " 

" Colliers, indeed ! " screamed all the lamp-men, 
but in a very softly scream ; " no, indeed ; our work 
is much more important than colliers, although 
they are bigger than we are. Just now you 
see the off- gang, but when it is our turn to 
go on you shall come with us and see what we 
do. Ah ! it would be a poor business for all 
of you idle people up above if we ever fell out 
among ourselves and didn't work regular ; " and 
they all shook their heads so that the lamps 
quivered and jumped about, and Joe felt quite 
dazzled and giddy. " Are you going anywhere } " 
he asked. " Yes, of course," they cried. ** We are 
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resting now; this isn't the workroom, it's the 
play-place. You will be able to find your way 
quite easily, to the — sh-sh-sh, don't tell him yet 
— ^with all those lamps. If you find it too dark 
we*ll hang out a few more." 

Then Joe began to explain to them that he 
was not afraid of the dark, but that he had 
such a big head he tumbled down constantly, 
and there might be precipices and things perhaps, 
which would make it awkward for all parties. 
But he seemed to himself to take a long time 
to explain all he wanted them to know, and to 
his surprise he found himself crying about it, 
and sobbing over an account of how unkind his 
mother was to him, and how she wished he'd 
break his big head instead of her jugs. " Oh, 
we'll soon cure you of tumbling down ! " shouted 
the lamp-men, in their quiet little voices. " Stand 
up, and we'll steady you fast enough ; you can- 
not ever tumble down with this, you know." Now 
what do you think this was ? A rest for the head, 
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exactly like what Joe had his head fixed in 
when he went to have his picture taken in the 
market town. There it all was, exactly the same, 
and Joe found himself standing straight up 
against the long pole, with his head firmly fixed 
in the rest, so that he thought at first it really 
might be a very good plan to prevent his 
tumbling down, for he could not possibly fall, 
you know, when his head was fastened upright. 
But he found out after a bit that they had 
screwed it ever so much too tight, and it hurt him 
horribly; and he wanted to take his head out, 
but the lamp-men did not appear to hear him, 
for they took no notice of him when he begged 
them to unscrew the machine. He even promised 
he wouldn't tumble down any more, but I am 
sorry to say that the lamp-men only laughed, 
and when one of them said, " Go on with the 
treatment" — ^which Joe thought a very curious 
thing to say — they all ran off to a heap of 
broken jugs, and basins, and cups and saucers, 
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all bits of patterns which Joe remembered quite 
well, and each lamp-man flung a bit at poor 
Joe, who stood quite helpless there. 

It must have been the lamps on their heads 
which enabled them to see so well how to take 
aim, for every one of the. nasty sharp pieces 
hit Joe, and hurt him. He called out more 
than once, " Well, you are a pretty set of cowards, 
to set upon one poor boy like this ! Why, you 
ought to be ashamed of yourselves ! " '* Oh, non- 
sense ! " the little lamp-men cried ; " it's only the 
treatment, you'll be better presently — keep him 
quiet." Joe was just going to give a loud roar, 
thinking perhaps that might frighten them off, 
when he heard a bell begin to ring ; and the 
curious thing was, the bell sounded exactly like 
the school-bell at his own place, but it could not 
have been that, you know, because he was right 
exactly in the middle of the world — ^well, at all 
events it rang loud enough. Tingle, tingle, tingle 
it went, and all the lamp-men dropped the pieces 
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of broken crockery which they were busy shying 
at poor Joe, and ran up to him, and began 
shoving him about. He found out then that 
the machine was on wheels, and it certainly 
kept his head very steady, though it still hurt a 
good deal, but he got on very quickly. Such a 
lot of galleries, and passages, and places as they 
shoved him through as fast as fast could be, with 
an immense number of other lamp-men scamper- 
ing after them, and the bell ringing all the time. 
"We'll be late, we'll be late; and then there'll 
be an accident in the sky," they cried. " Come 
along, Big- head;" and they flew faster and faster, 
and the head-rest pinched poor Joe tighter and 
tighter. But at last they stopped, and then Joe 
found himself in the funniest place you ever saw. 

It was immensely long, but not very high ; a sort 
of a round room. Round, all round it, I mean ; 
a round floor, and round sides, and round roof. 
I suppose it would have been quite dark, for it 
certainly was black — I am quite sure about that 
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— if it hadn't been for the lamp-men who were 
there in thousands working with all their might. 
Now what do you think they were doing } I 
daresay you won't believe me, because nobody 
ever did believe poor Joe when he said the very 
same thing; they seemed to be pushing and 
pushing, as hard as ever they could, at a great 
bar of iron which ran right through the middle 
of the world, and served for it to turn upon. 
That's what Miss Kirke calls the axis, and she 
stuck a pencil through an orange the other- 
day — it was such a pity to spoil the orange, 
thought I — and explained it all to me. I must 
ask her if it is really iron or what, this axis, 
for I don't quite understand ; but it must be 
something very strong, if the world has got to 
turn upon it. It can't possibly go by itself either ; 
somebody must push it, so we'll play that the 
lamp-men push it, and Joe went down and saw them 
at work, and that's the way I came to hear about it 
The schoolmaster at the school had been ex- 
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plaining it to Joe, I know, for Miss Kirke said 
" every village child knew it," and I asked Franky 
Davis when he was leading my pony if he knew 
about it, and he said, "Is it the h'axes, Miss? 
Oh, yes, it runs slick through the middle of the 
world !" Sp Joe must have known about it, though 
he never expected to see it. However, there it 
was, and the world turning round upon it. First 
of all Joe thought the lamp-men were shoving 
the bar of iron itself, but I remember now that 
Miss Kirke says, * No, it isn't that which moves at 
all, it's the earth.' So after a little while Joe saw 
that the lamp-men kept running up and down the 
slippery sides of the long round gallery, exactly 
as mice run up the round wire sides of their 
cages, and in that way they made the world 
turn as fast as fast could be, but quite smoothly. 

When one set of lamp-men were tired others 
took their places; but they would not let Joe 
help because they said his head was too big, and 
he might shove too hard Joe had to stand right 
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in the middle close to the axis, and he might 
have found out a great deal more about it if he 
hadn't gone and touched the axis, and the moment 
he did that, everything appeared to vanish away 
with a buzzing sound, and Joe seemed to open 
his eyes (though Patience said they'd been wide 
staring open all the time), and there he was, 
lying in his mother's bed, with all the doors and 
windows set open ; and the dimity curtains 
blowing softly about in the breeze, and a great 
big piece of ice in his hands. It was all very 
odd, as odd as the place where the lamp- 
men* lived. He saw his mother, very pale, and 
with her eyes quite red and watery, stooping 
down to kiss him, and saying, " My own precious 
boy ; " and his father in his house clothes, and 
without his boots, standing at the foot of his 
bed, looking very frightened and puzzled; and 
the big doctor from the nearest town, whom 
Joe had often seen drive by in his gig. Not 
the little doctor, who always went about in 
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breeches and boots, though he couldn't have 
ridden a donkey to save his life; but the big, 
grand doctor, who only attended the quality. 
This doctor's voice sounded exactly like the way 
the lamp-men talked ; and although Joe was too 
astonished to speak, he knew quite well what he 
was going to say. 

"Go on with the treatment, and keep him 
quiet," the doctor said. And then Joe shut his 
eyes, for he thought that he was going to be 
pelted with bits of broken jugs. But he wasn't 
at all, though ; somebody gave him something nice 
in a spoon, and he thought he'd rest a little. 
When he opened his eyes again it was getting 
dark, and he could hear the clatter of the milk- 
pans downstairs, and all the other evening noises 
which go on in the country. After the middle of 
the world it hardly seemed dark to Joe, so he said, 
finding it very difficult to say anything, his tongue 
felt so lazy. 

" Light my lamps, will you. Patience." 
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" Only one rushlight is all you are to have in' 
the room, Joe, dear," answered his sister; "the 
doctor says light is bad for you." 

" Well, then, take my head out of this horrid 
rest, please ; it pinches me so." 

" Poor boy, he's talking main nonsense, still," 
sighed his mother softly; but she said it very 
kindly, and gave Joe another kiss, and put her 
nice cool hand on his forehead ; and Joe found 
it all so very surprising that he was too much 
astonished to ask any questions. 

When he woke up he knew quite well that it 
was morning, and yet he felt as if he was obliged 
to say, " Might I have a bit of supper. Mother > " 
Now, this was because Joe remembered perfectly 
he had wanted some supper; and although he 
did not understand how it came to be morning so 
quickly, he was too confused to say " breakfast." 

'* Bless his dear heart, he shall have summat 
directly," said his mother, who had on a frilled 
cap and wrapper, and was sitting in the arm-chair 

H 
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by Joe's bedside. "Just let me dress this nasty 
blister first" 

Joe was more and more surprised, for he didn't 
know people ever had blisters on ; he thought it 
was only cows and horses. His mother lifted his 
head ever so gently round on the pillow, and 
seemed to take it out of the picture-man's rest, for 
she did something to it which made it feel quite 
cool and comfortable and nice directly. Joe had 
never enjoyed anything in his whole life so much 
as the cup of tea she then brought him ; and what 
made it even twice as nice was to see how pleased 
his mother seemed to be at his liking it so much. 

By degrees, after Joe had had more sleep, and 
plenty of broth and new milk, and all sorts of good 
things, his mother told him one evening, sitting by 
his bedside when it was getting dark (and Joe could 
not help wondering what could be the meaning ot 
those warm drops which fell upon his hand every 
now and then), that he had indeed tumbled down 
" once and for all ; " for that Ned Stickles had taken 
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away the ladder, not knowing Joe was still upon 
the top of the stack, and that he had fallen on 
the top of his head right down on the paved yard, 
** Growler barked so, we were forced to come out 
and see what ailed him, and even then we'd never 
ha' seen thee lying in a heap all in the black 
shadow, if the dog hadn't a-kep' lepping at his 
chain towards the place." 

" Were you sorry. Mother ? " Joe could not help 
asking, though he wished he had not done so 
when his mother cried out sharply — 

" Main sorry, my lad. I'd a given my own 
life any day for yourn as ye lay here raving and 
rambling o' broken joogs, and lamps, and axises 
and all sorts o'. queer things. The school-bell 
seemed to stir ye up so, that we had it stopped 
for three days, but they'll begin to*morrow, if so 
be as ye can stand it in yer head*'* 

Joe did stand it quite well, and got the school- 
master to come and see him, and asked him all 
about the axis ; but the master did not want to 
H 2 
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talk about it at all for a long time, though he 
laughed when he heard of the lamp-men running 
up, up, up, like squirrels, and keeping the great 
big world moving round. It was such nonsense, 
you know. But there was one good thing which 
came out of Joe's illness. Whilst he lay sick 
there of brain-fever, his legs, and indeed his 
whole body, grew, and grew, and g^ew. When 
he got up and could stand, and even walk a 
little, he was nearly as tall as his mother, and 
the best of it was, his head had not grown a 
bit — on account of the blister, Joe always said; 
so it was not too big any more, and he never 
tumbled down again. The Dame bought a lot 
more jugs, and basins, and cups, and things, and 
Joe never broke one, because he could walk quite 
steadily now, and his head was just the right size 
for his tall body ; so you see that fall turned out 
to be a very good thing for Joe as well as for 
all the "joogs." 
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A mouse's wedding. 

" My eldest daughter Bruna is going to be married 
to-morrow to young Friskett, of the Granary, 
over the way; I hope you will all come to the 
supper party." . 

This is what old Mrs. Bright-eyes said to 
her friends and neighbours the other day. It 
was whilst the summer still made the nights so 
hot for us, especially when the moon shone, as 
it was doing just then. Mice are obliged to 
give their parties on moonlight nights because 
they can't understand about gas. They eat 
their candles, and think us, I daresay, excessively 
foolish for burning them away. How stupid 
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we should consider anyone who hung plum- 
cakes, and. apricot jam, or even beef and mutton, 
about a room to see to dance by, instead of 
eating it all up for supper ! Well, mice look upon 
candles exactly in the sa.me way. 

There were great preparations for this wedding, 
I can tell you. Old Mr. Bright-eyes said it 
was all a dreadful trouble, and that he should 
be ruined, and asked his wife very often if she 
thought he was made of cheese-parings and 
apple-pips, and so forth. But she always answered, 
'*It's only once in a way, you know, my dear; 
and I am sure you would like your eldest 
daughter to be married comfortably and nicely." 
He was a kind old mouse that, though his 
whiskers were getting very grey, and he declared 
he liked better to sit wejl within his hole than 
to come out on the Granary floor on ever so 
fine a night and race about with the others. 

" You see, Mother," he would say, " it's all very 
well for the young folks, but Tm a deal too stout 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



IV.] A MOUSE'S WEDDING. 103 

to run as I used to ; and if — if, I say, it should 
happen that — ^well, you know what I mean — there 
might be a cat-astrophe." 

Mr. Bright-eyes did not mean anything when 
he said this, but his wife gave such a squeal 
and a jump you could have heard her all over 
the house. 

" Oh, John, John, you will be the death of me, 
some day ! How can you say such horrid things } " 

Mr. Bright-eyes felt rather ashamed of himself, 
though it had been quite an accident ; for you must 
know it is considered the worst possible manners 
in the mouse-world to allude, ever so distantly, to 
the existence of cats. Of course all mice know 
there are such creatures, and they never really 
cease thinking of them for one single moment ; 
but still no well-bred mouse pretends to be 
aware that there are cats, and still less terriers. 

"Dogs are bad enough; but, thank goodness," 
said honest John Bright-eyes, "they have the 
manners to bark before they attack one, and 
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then it is not so difficult to get out of their way, 
especially as they become so excited they don't 
always see distinctly where one is hiding ; but 
cats — ugh ! They never give the least warning 
of their presence, but creep about in the quietest 
way, and you know nothing whatever until you 
feel a paw with sharp hooks in it, stuck right 
in the middle of your back." 

Mr. Bright-eyes said all this at his club. He 
would not have dared to speak so openly before 
his wife and daughters; and he managed to 
make even all the old-fogey mice, who were 
sitting round their walnuts and train-oil, quite 
nervous and low-spirited. They had no heart 
to stay and discuss the dreadful scarcity of 
crumbs, or the probable rise in grains, but 
each one looked nervously over his shoulder, 
and said, " Well, good-night ; I think I'll be 
going now. I promised my wife I would come 
home early to-night," and scurried oflf to their 
holes as fast as possible. 
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Mr. Bright-eyes was rather apt to say these 
unpleasant things, and as he too had come home 
early that night his wife took the opportunity 
of speaking seriously to him on the subject. 

*' I shall never forgive you, John, if you say 
anything to disperse the company. It would be 
too bad after the pains I have taken about the 
supper and all ; and dear Bruna is as nervous 
as nervous can be. You see Fred Friskett is 
rather fat for his age, and certainly very im- 
prudent. In fact, he is quite an unbeliever in — 
ahem ; so I don't wonder at her being timid, 
poor child." 

" You don't mean to say he is such a fool as to 
say there's no such thing," cried old Bright-eyes. 

"I would not go so far as that," answered 
his wife, for she began to fear that Bruna's father 
might object at the last moment to her marrying 
a mouse who was not well up to all the dangers 
of existence. "Fred certainly is a little rash, 
but then Bruna is cautious enough for two." 
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"Oh, well, if she likes to take care of him 
as well as herself, I cannot help it," said the 
father-mouse, curling his tail well round his ears, 
and settling himself to sleep in a nice little heap 
of fluff and wool collected by his wife during 
their honeymoon from an old mattrass in the 
lumber-room. 

There had been a great discussion in the 
Bright-eyes family as to whether the wedding 
supper should take place in the night or the 
day. Of course in the day disagreeable four- 
footed creatures were more apt to be asleep, but 
then there would be such lots and lots of great 
noisy boys and girls about. 

"For my part," said Bruna, who was allowed 
to speak her mind on this occasion, " I would 
as soon see a — anything, I mean, as a boy ; one 
is quite as bad as the other; and do you know, 
mother," she continued quite solemnly, as if she 
really did not expect to be believed, "I actually 
saw an old lady — that one who is so fat, and 
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looks as if she lived on nothing but candle-ends 
— jump up on a high table the other day. Yes, 
you may laugh ; it is quite true. The maid had 
just taken away the breakfast things, and the 
room was so quiet I peeped out." 

"Bruna, Bruna, what were you doing down 
stairs.?" asked her mother severely. 

Bruna blushed a little, as a mouse blushes. 
I don't know how exactly, but I daresay they 
do it. Well, at all events she blushed, and said, 
" Oh, it's all right, Mamma dear ! I was very 
careful. It was two mornings ago, when Fred 
saw me home from that delightful ball in the 
loft, and you and Papa went upstairs so quickly 
that I lost sight of you ; and as there were some 
noises about, Fred and I just darted into the 
hole by the sideboard. He didn't stay a minute, 
you know; and as I said, I saw this old lady- 
she had pink ribbons in her cap that morning — 
jump right actually up on the table, as actively 
as I could ; and all because I slipped out of 
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the hole and picked up a tiny bit of toast which 
the maid had dropped. I am sure I did not 
make a breath of noise, and she frightened me 
almost to death by crackling her newspaper. I 
was back in my hole, I can promise you, before 
you could say ' whiskers ; ' but I could not help 
peeping out at her, she looked so ridiculous, 
bundled up on the shiny table, screaming and 
yelling as if a — sl — something dreadful was after 
her. Such a lot of people came running, and 
some one said, 'I thought you were on fire, 
Gran'ma ; ' and that tiresome boy Ralph called 
out, as if it was the best fun in the world, * Oh,. 

let's fetch the ' When I heard /A^/, of course 

I did as you told me to do in such a case. I 
went to the furthermost end of the hole, and 
lay as still as if I were dead. It was lucky I 
had snatched up that bit of toast, though, for 
it really was not safe to come up here until 
quite evening, when everybody had gone out for 
a walk." 
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" Other things are fond of going out for a 
walk, too, at that very hour," observed her 
mother severely; but seeing that Bruna's little 
whiskers were twitching sensitively, and that 
she looked as if she were going to cry, she 
added more cheerfully, "Never mind, dear; 
you must not fret, you know, because it may 
make your coat stare or your whiskers limp, 
and I want you to look your best this evening. 
Come here, and let me lick you a little ; running 
so fast is apt to make one's coat rough." 

That was the way Bruna's mamma dressed 
her for her wedding. She licked and licked her 
pretty soft fur until it shone like a brown satin 
*rock ; then she went a little way off, and looked 
at her, and said, "You will do very nicely, I 
think. Just point your tail the least bit more — 
so. It gives such grace to one's movements if 
one carries one's tail straight, and I used to be 
famous for my grace when I was your age." 

Mrs. Bright-eyes sighed a little as she said this, 
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for it must be very dreadful when you have to 
say those things for yourseI£ I notice that my 
young pretty aunts, Aunt Lucy or Aunt Totty, 
never talk about what teeth, or eyes, or hair, 
they used to have. Now Aunt Charlotte, and 
Aunt Elizabeth, and all Papa's sisters are always 
saying to me, "Ethel is very like what I 
used to be at her age. Ah! I've heard our 
poor mother say I used to be such a pretty 
child." They aren't pretty now, and I do hope 
I shall not be exactly like that when I am old. 
Well, at all events, that was what Mrs. Bright- 
eyes said, and perhaps Bruna may have thought 
it foolish just as I do, but she was a nice little 
mouse, and gave her mamma a kiss with her 
sharp nose, and darted off downstairs, through 
all the passages, and across the farmyard till 
she got to the Granary. Mrs. Bright-eyes 
followed quite as cautiously, but more soberly; 
and when she, too, arrived at the ballroom- 
door, she found Fred Friskett looking as spruce 
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as you please, talking nonsense to Bruna behind 
an empty sack. 

When he saw his mother-in-law coming, he 
went forward to meet her, and said, *' I've kept 
such a nice safe place for you, Mrs. Bright-eyes. 
There is a large hole which leads into the cart- 
house just behind it ; allow me to hand you to 
it." So he put out his paw, like this, and con- 
ducted the old lady to the corner he had kept 
for her. Bruna liked to see her mouse-lover 
behaving so kindly to her mother, and she 
whisked her tail very graciously at him when he 
returned. 

In the middle of the ball Bruna and Fred 
Friskett were married by old Mr. Bright-eyes, 
who merely said, "Take her, my boy, and be 
happy ; but look here, there are, there really 
are, you know, in the world such things as " 

*' John, John," screamed his wife, *' you promised 
me you wouldn't;" but all the same she darted 
into the hole behind her, and the entire company. 
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who had left off dancing and been standing 
round in a circle to see the ceremony, vanished 
behind bags of com, or climbed up into the 
rafters. As for Bruna, she was so surprised and 
terrified that she never stopped scampering till 
she got right up into the thatch. When she 
could get no farther, and was miles out of the 
reach of any cat (/ am not a mouse, you know, 
so I need not mind saying it), she thought of 
Fred, and looked round. To her horror there 
he was standing right in the middle of the 
floor, exactly where the moonbeams made the 
brightest spot. Old Mr. Bright-eyes stood there 
too, scratching his ear with his paw, and looking 
all round in a helpless and bewildered manner. 

" What have I done ? What have I said ? 
What is the matter?" he asked Fred over and 
over again, 

"I don't know, I'm sure, sir," Fred replied, 
licking his nose in the most unconcerned way. 
"The company seems nervous to-night." 
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" Oh, Fred, Fred, you will break my heart ! " 
sobbed poor little Bruna from her high perch. 
** Do come here, and be quiet." 

" I will come anywhere you wish, my love,'* 
answered the bridegroom very politely; and he 
sprang on a low beam, and ran up a rafter, and 
so into the thatch where Bruna was hiding. I 
believe she spoke to him very seriously about 
his new duties as a married mouse, and made 
him promise not to be so careless of his precious, 
precious head.- " They always scrunch that first," 
she said, with a shudder. 

"Don't be foolish, my pretty darling," said 
Fred; "I'd like to see any " 

" Now, Fred ! " she shrieked ; *' do you wish to 
break my heart .? " 

" Certainly not, my dear," he replied caressingly ; 
" I only meant that I should like to see anyone 
scrunching this lovely head," and he gave her a 
little kiss. 

"Don't be ridiculous, sir; see, there's Mamma 
1 
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coming out of her hole ! It must be quite safe 
now. Let's have one more good dance from one 
end of the floor to the other, and then we'll 
go to supper : I declare I am getting quite 
hungry." 

So they came down, Bruna looking about very 
carefully, turning her head first to one side and 
then to the other, and making a little dart 
forward, like this. Then she stopped and looked 
sharply round out of her big black eyes, and 
made another little rush, and so on. Still she 
remembered what her mamma had said about 
grace, and carried her tail in the most fascinating 
way. Fred thought her quite enchanting, and 
told her so as soon as ever they took their places 
for the dance. 

In the meantime Mrs. Bright-eyes had suc- 
ceeded in quieting the fears of the wedding 
guests. She smiled very sweetly on them, and 
said, " It was all my fault. I drank some rather 
strong coffee this morning, and I really am so 
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nervous. I cannot imagine how I came to be 
so absurd." But every time she passed old 
Bright-eyes she gave him such a look, "glared 
at him like a cat/* as he afterwards said quite 
boldly, without caring for his manners. Once 
or twice she whispered as she passed him, giving 
a whisk with her tail which expressed more 
temper than grace, " I hope you are satisfied ; " 
or else, "Monster! at your own daughter's 
wedding ; " or some remark of that sort. This 
conduct at last made John so wretched that he 
toddled off to his club, where he found only a 
few old bachelor mice, and they played games 
with oat-husks until the daylight came and it 
was time to go to bed. 

In the meanwhile Bruna had got up a famous 
country dance: of course she led off with her 
bridegroom, and they looked a very nice young 
couple. Fred Friskett exerted himself immensely, 
and turned and twisted in a way which was sim- 
ply surprising when you consider that he did not 
I 2 
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like dancing, and was rather fat. Bruna took 
sweet little steps first to this side, and then to 
that, turning round and round once or twice, 
and then gallopading right across the floor at 
such a pace. Oh, dear ! it takes one's breath 
away, I can tell you, and young Friskett thought 
to himself: "Well, this is the last time; I do 
hope Bruna won't make me dance like this every 
moonlight night" 

He felt exceedingly glad as he sat up on 
his hind-legs, looking quite exhausted, and mop- 
ping his head with his paw, when his mother- 
in-law came up to him, and said, " Fred, my dear,, 
will you take Bruna in to supper? She knows 
where it is laid out ; and, let me whisper — do,, 
pray, be very careful. There kave been such 
shocking affairs, quite lately. Think of Bruna ; 
you have her safety to look out for now as well 
as your own," and she patted him playfully 
with her paw. 

^'AU right, Mrs. Bright-eyes, Til be as sharp 
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as a rose-prickle," said Fred, who was rather 
poetical ; " come along, Bruna." 

So they all followed the pretty little brown 
bride and bridegroom down the hand-rail of the 
granary staircase (which was a much quicker 
way than the steps), across the yard again. This 
part of the journey was very nervous work, and 
Bruna gave many little squeals of alarm as they 
scurried along. You see the moon was thinking 
of going to bed, for it was getting late ; — or was 
it that it was getting early } That's really very 
difficult to settle, if you think of it. Never mind ; 
whichever it was, the haystacks made great, 
deep shadows of an inky blackness, and, as on 
the whole it seemed safer to keep near the stacks, 
there was nothing for it , but to make a rush 
and get past them as fast as possible, /should 
have shut my eyes, I know I should, but Bruna 
dared not do such a thing, for that stupid Fred 
Friskett chose that time to tease her — so tire- 
some, you know. When a big rat looked out from 
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beneath a stack, Bruna used to make him a 
low curtsey, like this, and slide past; for that 
is what well-brought-up young lady mice do 
if they pass a rat. But Fred, who was a shock- 
ing rad — rad — kle, would stick his hind foot up in 
the air, so, as a sign of impertinence ; and once 
he forgot himself so far as to try to mew under 
the very nose of the famous Grey Rat, the 
oldest inhabitant of the farm-yard. Bruna really 
could not stand this; it was so unfeeling and 
rude. She forgot all her caution, and even the 
danger, and paused right in the full light Fred 
felt rather frightened, I can tell you, when Bruna 
looked at him like that It was so exactly the 
way Mrs. Bright-eyes glared at poor old John 
when he made a blunder. 

"Mr. Friskett," said Bruna, severely, "if ever 
you do such a thing again,, we part." 

That was all she said ; but it made Fred know 
directly that he was married, and he did not 
even wish to say anything pert, or ar^e, but 
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merely remarked, "Certainly not, my dear, if 
you don't wish it," and ran along quite soberly 
by his wife's side, glancing at her now and then 
to see if she was still angry. But I am sorry to 
say, though he looked so meek, he was thinking 
to himself all the time, " I wonder if old Bright- 
eyes could get me into his club ! I'll ask him 
presently. Or there's the Singing Mouse's Hole, ^ 
that's a jolly place, I believe, and one can say 
what one likes there." 

Now, if Bruna could have guessed what thoughts 
were passing through her bridegroom's heart, she 
would have cried her bright, round eyes out ; but 
she didn't know, of course, and only felt what 
a good beginning she had made, and how true 
it was what her mamma had said, that one was 
obliged to be firm with one's husband. "Poor 
Fred, he didn't mean any harm ; it^s only that 
his high spirits carry him away at times. Perhaps 
I was too severe," she thought ; and smiled 
sweetly at him, making little noses, so, like this. 
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I've seen mice move their noses up and down 
that way, and it looked very pretty. Fred felt 
comforted, but he didn't give up the idea of the 
club, though. 

At last they reached the kitchen, and there 
all the company paused — under shelter, of course, 
in an empty flour-barrel — until Mrs. Bright-eyes 
came to the front. She soon arrived, rather out 
. of breath, but full of politeness, and very anxious 
that Bruna should see how these things ought 
to be managed, for, who knows? she might be 
the mistress of a similar feast some day herself. 
Well, as I was saying, she came forward, which 
is a very trying thing for a mouse to do, for they 
generally prefer getting as much behind each 
other as possible, and she waved her tail towards 
a large hole in the storeroom door. 

" What ! in there ? '' murmured the guests, very 
softly, for it didn't do to speak loud, you know. 
It certainly seemed very rash, because every single 
mouse in the company knew what that hole was 
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cut on purpose for, and it really seemed like 
walking into a — the other thing. However, Mrs. 
Bright-eyes smiled, and led the way, gliding as 
softly as a moonbeam, and looking back as brave 
as a rat over her shoulder at her huddled-up 
guests. Of course, then, there was nothing for it 
but to follow the hostess, which they all did as 
silently and swiftly as possible. 

When once they got in, they all felt very glad 
they had come. Such a wedding-supper as old 
Mother Bright-eyes had got together ! How she 
had managed it nobody knew, for many of the 
things had been put on the highest shelves, 
and even in jars and horrid things with lids to 
them, yet there they were, and in the greatest 
abundance too. Grains of rice in a nice little 
heap in one corner, sago in another; a large 
piece of cheese-rind, which it must have taken 
at least three mice to fetch, was in the middle, 
just like a joint, whilst four fine almonds made 
the side dishes. Then there were raisins and 
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candle-ends, and apple-parings, and bits of biscuit, 
and some oatmeal, and, strange to say, a large 
piece of real people's wedding-cake. You know 
Cook said, "Them imperent mice got at Miss 
T'resa's wedding-cake, actially," so that was what 
they did, and there was a good big bit, as large 
as — ^as — ^well as large as a walnut, I daresay. 
That would be quite big enough for a mouse, I 
should think; and Bruna sat opposite to it, and 
Fred Friskett next to her, for they soon made up 
their little quarrel ; and each mouse nibbled away 
as hard and as fast as ever it could. We needn't 
eat like that, thank goodness; but I daresay we 
should, if we thought a lion or a tiger would 
spring out on us perhaps the next minute. It is 
good manners in mice to eat very fast, so they all 
ate away until every bit of the supper had been 
nibbled up, not the tin — tin — tiniest crumb left. 

They had been sitting, I must tell you, in a 
curious fashion. No mouse could have been per- 
suaded to have turned round its back to that 
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large hole at the bottom of the door for all the 
wealth of the storeroom, so they arranged them- 
selves in an odd kind of a half-circle, with the 
bit of real wedding-cake right in the middle, 
just here, and the bride and bridegroom exactly 
opposite. That was really the post of danger, 
if you think of it, but it was the post of honour 
too ; so giddy young Friskett thought only of the 
honour, whilst Bruna kept her eyes, and ears, and 
whiskers all on the alert for the least little scent 
or sound of danger. 

One grumpy old mouse had proposed that 
Mrs. Bright-eyes should sit where the bridal couple 
had been placed, saying he thought those foolish 
young mice might be looking at each other instead 
of at the hole. But the company would not hear 
of this : it would be so completely against all 
custom ; and Mrs. Bright-eyes whispered to her 
neighbour, " I have every confidence in dear Bruna, 
she has such a nose for her age, and her ears are 
the sharpest in the whole loft; everyone will tell 
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you the same.. Ah! it is a great trial to me, 
losing her; and then the granary is not exactly 
what she has been accustomed to, dear child ; but 
she would do it, and now one can only hope she'll 
be happy, and that that terrible monster with the 
creatures in a bag — those fearful white beasts with 
red eyes, I mean — who came the summer I was 
married, won't disturb us for some time. But it's 
a weary world, dear Mrs. Four-paws — isn't it, 
now ? " And the poor old mother-mouse actually 
winked her wide-open, bead-like eyes. She had 
been drinking a good deal of treacle, which was 
oozing, in the most convenient way, out of a tin 
can standing in one corner, and it was rather 
strong and had got into her head, so she said 
more than was strictly proper. 

The feast had quite disappeared, and the 
cuckoo-clock had cuckooed more than once. The 
first time that happened the company ran away, 
but they didn't mind it after once or twice. 
The old Frisketts had often asked Fred to go 
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to the hole and look out; that was instead of 
saying, " Would you just see if my carriage is there, 
please? Oh, thank you so much!'* But Fred 
was not fond of retiring early behind his corn- 
sack, so he said, "Don't go yet. Mother; we 
are just going to have some fun ; here's Made- 
moiselle Musa, who has such an extraordinary 
voice, is going to oblige us with a song." 

Now everybody felt this was a very awkward 
thing to say, and old Mrs. Bright-eyes looked at 
Bruna as much as to ask, "Why do you let him ?" 
and Bruna made a nose, and shook her ears im- 
patiently, as much as to answer, " How can I help 
it?" For, you see, it was just this. Of course 
Mademoiselle Musa was a great wonder, and every 
mouse would give whole corn-ricks to hear her, 
but still — other creatures might hear her too, and 
come to see what was the matter; for nothing is 
so rare as a singing mouse, and they nearly always 
get caught and made prisoners for life, if even 
they escape scrunching. So a voice is not a thing 
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which is encouraged in the mouse-world, where 
silence is so important Still it was too late to 
stop now, for the young lady — she wasn't so very 
young either, but she wouldn't hear of being 
more than three, though she was really six 
months old — had already begun to give little 
coughs — ^like this. The treacle must have made 
Mrs. Four-paws, who was the quietest mouse in 
the whole world, very brave, for she actually said — 

" Stay a moment, dear Mademoiselle ; wouldn't 
it be as well if I, or some other mouse, just 
peeped outside the hole and saw that all was 
right?'' 

" As you please," said the Singing Mouse, 
coldly, for she did not like to be stopped in her 
little coughs. So Mrs. Four-paws said, ''Come 
along, my dear," and both she and Mrs. Bright-eyes 
went, paw-in-paw, to the hole and through it, and 
even a little way beyond, right into the kitchen—* 
for there's nothing makes one so brave as treacle. 

They came back quite smooth and smiling; 
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not in the least hurry, but as if they were quite 
unconcerned. 

" It's all right," they said. "It is in a box with 
some hay, and it has got four hideous little 
wretches like its horrid self; but it is so taken 
up with them that it has not eyes or ears for 
anything else. Besides which, you'll all be happy 
to hear that a large saucer of milk, with bits of 
meat in it, has been placed inside — ^yes, actually 
inside — the box, so // has food for its mind and 
body, and is as safe as possible. Still, dear 
Mademoiselle, still it is better to be prudent, and 
give us something very quiet ; a little simple ballad, 
you know." 

Mademoiselle didn't like this, but she pretended 
not to mind, and after pensively stroking her 
whiskers, began thus: 

** Oh who would not be 

A mouse so free, 
O'er lofts and shelves to roam ; 

Without a care 

To make him stare, 
And a sweet little wife at home?" 
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Chorus, ladies and gentlemen, if you please : — 

" At home, at home, 

To welcome him home, 
A sweet little wife at home ! " 

Fred Friskett, who had also been drinking a 
good deal of treacle, I am sorry to say, thought 
this such a beautiful sentiment, that he quite lost 
his head, and squealed — for he could not sing a 
note — as loud as any lady. Even Bruna seemed 
pleased, and didn't hate Mademoiselle for being 
able to sing, nearly so much as she had done a 
few minutes ago. She didn't feel a bit jealous, 
either, when Fred rapped with his tail and 
cried — 

"That's exquisite; go on, Mademoiselle, pray 
do." 

Mademoiselle gave another little cough, and 
looked up to the rows of jam-pots, and then 
started off again : — 

** In danger or woe 

Homeward we'll go, 
For safety oft lies in a loft ; 
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And should famine betide, 
We'll share with our bride 
Whate'er is yet left in the croft." 

Chorus, ladies and gentlemen, if you please : — 

" The croft, the croft. 
The ever-filled croft, 
Whate'er is yet left in the croft." 

"Really, Bruna will be a very happy mouse,** 
thought her mother, licking her paws, for she was 
ashamed to go for some more treacle. 

Bruna was thinking so too, her own self, whilst 
everybody else was paying Mademoiselle com- 
pliments, and begging her to try and remember 
something else — "that sweet thing from 'Mouse- 
iana,' you know ;" and the Singing Mouse felt 
quite happy, for was not everyone thinking of her, 
and looking at her? No one minded the hole, 
and Fred Friskett had just whispered to Bruna, 
"We'll ask her to come and stay with us, and 
perhaps she may give you lessons;" and Bruna 
had whispered back, in a sobbing voice, " Why did 

& 
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you want to marry me when you knew I couldn't 
sing ? I'm sure I don't want to learn from her ; 
horrid creature ! her fur is all coming off in 
patches;" when, — ^between the wedding guests 
and the hole, half in and half out, a great big 
tabby head appeared, with large shining yellow 
eyes. She made a sound which you or I would 
have thought was only a mew, but to every 
mouse's ear it shouted, " Paws and claws ! what 
have we here?" 

Well, dreadful and terrible as such a sight must 
always be to mice, still it was not so bad as 
usual. Puss was in an uncommonly good temper, 
I can tell you, or she wouldn't have mewed, or 
looked through the hole, or anything. She would 
just have made one spring without saying a word, 
and there'd have been scrunching. But what with 
her four babies, which nobody knew about yet, 
and what with having drank all the milk in the 
saucer, she felt too happy to care for catching 
mice just then, and merely remarked a second 
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time, "What have we here?" By the time she 
said this, however, nobody was there — not a 
mouse. Even those who had been drinking the 
treacle felt suddenly as if there was no such 
thing in the world ; whilst Bruna and the Friskett 
family fled like mad mice into the very depths 
of a sack of flour. The dreadful thing was, 
however, that nobody could get out of the store- 
room, for all the convenient little holes in the 
skirting boards, by which mice could get away, 
had been stopped up that very morning. 

There was nothing for it but to hide and trust 
to Pussy's not knowing about the stopped-up holes 
(which she didn't, by the way). Consequently, 
when the company dispersed in this sudden 
manner, she only licked her lips, and opened and 
shut her claws, so, and said : " It isn't worth while 
to flurry myself by running after them ; besides, I 
have other things to think about I'll just step 
round and ask old Mother Tabby if nine days is 
the soonest the kittens can possibly open their 
K 2 
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eyes ; that red one really seems to me to be think- 
ing about it already. He is so forward ; but indeed 
they all seem wonderfully clever and intelligent, 
and I'm sure they're very handsome." You see 
Mrs. Puss was luckily full of her own concerns, 
and not a bit hungry, so she went away to pay 
Mrs. Tabby, who lived in the stable, a visit. 

After a time, which appeared a long and weary 
while to the poor little trembling mice, first one 
and then another peeped out. If we had been 
there we'd have seen a little head popping from 
behind a box, like this, and then another pair of 
bright eyes glancing down from a high shelf. At 
length Mrs. Bright-eyes, feeling that it was her 
duty, as she gave the party, whispered '' Now T 
and then, I am sorry to say, without stopping to 
bid good-night to her guests, or to give Bruna 
good advice, or even to ask Fred whether he still 
thought there were no such things as cats in the 
world, she whisked off like a flash of lightning 
through the kitchen, across the hall, up the stairs. 
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and into the loft, where she found honest old John 
snugly tucked into his wool nest. 

" Nothing the matter, eh ?" he asked, drowsily. 

" Oh no, nothing worth mentioning ! I'll tell you 
all about it in the morning." 

" Well, good-night, my dear ; you s«em to have 
come upstairs rather in a hurry, that's all." So 
he tucked his nose in among the loose wool, and 
went off to sleep. 

The Frisketts and Bruna got home, too, quite 
safely, though Bruna thought she would have died 
of fear as she glided across the place where the 
cat had stood watching them. It was really quite 
overpowering, the horrible odour there, and Bruna 
said, more than once, " I am going to faint, Fred : 
I know I shall." Fred behaved very well. He 
kept close beside his little bride, and they reached 
the granary quite safely, and lived happily ever 
after. 
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CHAPTER V. 

chatty's adventures. 

There never, never was such a boy for ad- 
ventures as Chatty. That was not his real name, 
of course, but we always called him Chatty. His 
mamma told my mamma that he was christ- 
ened Charteris; so Charteris White must have 
been his own real name, but that is much 
too long to call a boy always. Chatty was his 
pet name, and I think it is just a nice comfort- 
able length. 

Well, Master Chatty was for ever and ever 
looking out for adventures. When he was quite 
a little boy, instead of asking for a story or a 
fairy tale, or anything of that kind, he always 
begged for a true story of adventures, and as he 
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grew older and came downstairs oftener, he used 
to rush up to any strange lady or gentleman 
who came to see his mamma and papa, and 
say, "Oh, have you had any adventures ? " His 
father used often to tell him that when he 
grew up he would be sure to have plenty of 
adventures of his own ; but Chatty thought that 
was far too long to wait, and that he would 
like to have some then, while he was still a 
little boy. 

Every day when he went out for a walk he 
used to say, " I do hope I shall have an adventure 
to-day," but he never could find any, because, 
you know, there are not a great many adventures 
in England. 

Sometimes he used to act adventures, and pre- 
tend that he was Robinson Crusoe; but he got 
into great trouble about that. Where do you 
think he had his desert island } In the house- 
maid's closet, under the stairs, and he played 
that he was shipwrecked, and that it was a cold, 
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dark night, and that he must light a fire. Of 
course it was both cold and dark in such a nasty, 
damp hole as that—/ should not like to play 
there — but the silly boy found some paper, and 
matches, and wood, and he went and lighted a 
big fire. Luckily it was on the stones, but soon 
there was such a smoke that Chatty was nearly 
smothered. Everybody smelt it, and heard the 
wood crackling, and came running to see where 
the fire could possibly be, and there was Master 
Chatty, blinking his eyes very much, for the 
smoke made them smart a good deal, and gasp- 
ing, and saying, " I wonder what Robinson 
Crusoe did with his smoke.?" His papa was 
very angry, and told him he had nearly set 
the house on fire, and that he really must not 
play desert islands any more indoors. 

Then he got into trouble by taking all his 
sisters' dolls — he had three sisters, and they each 
had a lot of dolls — and making them lean up in 
a row against the garden wall and catapulting 
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them until they had not one single nose left 
amongst them all. Of course he battered their 
cheeks, and knocked out their eyes too, but the 
noses were the worst. He would not leave off 
for a long time, because he declared he was a 
wild Indian out on the war-path, and that there 
were some Pale- faces who were going to take 
him prisoner. Fancy dolls trying to catch a boy ! 
It was such nonsense, you know. But he never 
stopped until he had taken all the dolls' wigs 
off, and he marched in to luncheon with what he 
called their scalps, hanging to his belt. Just 
think what I should say if Rudolph was to treat 
Josephine or Alberta, or the new doll which has 
no name yet, in that way! It must have been 
horrid for Chatty's sisters, and they cried, and 
begged their papa to send the boy quite far 
away. Chatty did not mind their doing so, for 
he longed to go away from home to a place 
where he could find some real adventures. I 
believe he would have liked a country where 
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there were lions and tigers, but his papa said, 
"No, he was not big enough for that yet," and 
he sent him to sea with a captain who was a 
friend of his. It wasn't a ship belonging to the 
Queen, which she keeps to fight her enemies 
with, but a peaceable ship, to carry things to 
other places to sell. A very big ship, though, 
with lots of sailors on board, like that one I saw 
the other day when I went with Uncle Tom to 
get those large boxes which he said were in the 
hold, and which turned out to have so many 
funny things inside them. 

I should think a ship like that would be sure 
to go to plenty of places where there would be 
adventures. Chatty thought so too, and he was 
very glad to go on board her (ships are always 
she's, Uncle Tom says). They sailed away, and 
sailed away, until they came to such a curious 
country. I don't know rightly where it could 
have been, but it was a long, long way off. They 
cast anchor — that's what a ship does when she 
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wants to stop — ^and Chatty asked leave to go on 
shore. ''Yes/' said the captain, "you may go, 
but take care not to lose yourself, or strange 
things will happen to you." Well, you know, 
that was exactly what Chatty wanted, and had 
wished for all his life ; but he didn't tell the 
captain so: he merely remarked, "Ay, ay, sir," 
(that's what sailors say to the captain), and went 
into his cabin to get his things. He tried very hard 
to remember what he had always heard people 
wanted for adventures, but he could only think 
of his knife. Of course he took that, and his 
catapult, and some rope and some biscuit, and 
a little wine. He could not recollect anything 
else he might want, except a fowling-piece. Ad- 
ventures always have a fowling-piece in them, but 
Chatty did not quite know what it meant any 
more than I do, so he did not take one. 

The sea was very rough as they rowed towards 
the shore, and the boat bobbed up and down a 
good deal, but at last they got to land,, and 
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Chatty jumped out, and went off to look for ad- 
ventures. He had not gone far, when he met 
a savage : such a curious man ; brown, with 
clothes made of feathers and skins, just like 
real savages. I don't know how they managed 
about the language, because savages do not always 
speak English, but perhaps this one did. Yes, I 
think this one did, or else how could Chatty have 
understood him ? They made signs, too ; for 
there are generally signs in adventures; but at 
all events, they got on very well. He was a 
nice, good savage, and didn't want to eat Chatty, 
or anything of that kind. / 

"What are you doing here?" the brown man 
asked, shaking his tomahawk. 

Chatty thought that was rather like an ogre's 
question, but he was a very brave boy, and an- 
swered boldly, " Adventures I " and took out 
his knife and opened all the blades, and the cork- 
screw, and even the button-hook, so that the 
savage might see he was well armed. Now, you 
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know, the savage had never seen a knife before — 
how could he ? and this was really a wonderful 
knife, just like the one Papa gave Oswald on his 
birthday, and which Oswald lost out ferreting 
the very next day — so he danced round it, and 
made a sort of bow every now and then, like 
this, and took a large red feather out of his 
head-dress, and laid it at Chatty's feet, to show 
he took him for his master. Chatty liked being 
anyone's master very much, even a savage's, and 
he picked up the feather, and stuck it in his 
straw hat, to show he was willing to be friendly, 
and said — 

" Lead on. I want to see some adventures ! " 

'* What shall we do, little master ? " asked the 

poor savage ; " shall we look for crocodiles, or 

shoot eagles, or else shall we go and make 

war upon the monkeys?" 

Now Chatty had always longed and longed 
to have a pet monkey, but his mamma would 
not let him. He thought to himself, directly, 
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how delightful it would be if he could catch a 
monkey, and tame it, and bring it home again 
in the ship. So he said to the savage, " Monkeys 
first," because he meant to go after the eagles 
and crocodiles too, if there should be time. It 
was very lucky he had his catapult, I can tell 
you, for no sooner had they entered the wood 
where the monkeys lived, than a shower of nuts, 
something like walnuts, which grew upon the trees, 
rattled fast and loudly about their ears. At this 
the savage threw himself flat upon his face, and 
began saying his prayers in gibberish. You can't 
always understand everything they say, you know, 
especially when they pray to their idols, as this 
one was doing. Chatty advised him to get up, 
and even ordered him to do so ; but no, the 
savage would not stir, he was so frightened. So 
as by this time the great big nuts were pelt- 
ing Chatty pretty hard, he thought it was high 
time to defend himself, and he drew out his 
knife, and first of all opened the large hook — 
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that thing which goes over the other things at 
tlie back. 

Well, he fancied that, of course, the monkeys 
would all be as frightened as the poor savage 
had been, and would at once stop pelting, and 
take him for their master; but they didn't do 
anything of the kind — not they. Certainly, the 
nuts did not come down quite so fast, but that 
was because the monkeys were all laughing, not 
at him, but at one old monkey with a very 
wrinkled face and a grey beard. This animal 
was a sort of chief over the others, and always 
took the lead in monkey affairs. He stared very 
hard at Chatty and at his knife, and then he 
deliberately put his paw behind him, brought 
his long tail round in front, and held it up as 
Chatty was holding his knife, crooking the end 
of it so as to make it look exactly like the 
hook. Chatty felt very angry when he saw this, 
for he knew then that the monkeys were laughing 
at him — at least the' big one was — and had not 
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any idea of taking him for their master as the 
savage had done ; still it was not much use being 
the master of a person who lay down and gabbled 
nonsense when any danger came ; was it now ? 

But Chatty determined to try the effect of some- 
thing else, so he opened the corkscrew, and held 
it up with a terrible frown, as much as to say, 
" Make your tail into this, if you can ! " The 
old monkey did try, actually; he took hold of 
the end of his tail and twisted it, like a curl, but 
it would not stay twisted, and he had to give it 
up. He was determined to tease Chatty, how- 
ever, so he made a sort of hook with his finger, 
so, and put it inside his cheek, and then pulled it 
out quickly, with a "plop," just as if he were 
drawing a cork ! It was really too bad, you 
know, and Chatty could not think where the 
monkey had learned to do such a thing. 

However, there was no time to stand staring 
there, for when the monkeys saw that their chief 
had, as* it were, vanquished Chatty, they all 
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hung on by their long tails, and swung them- 
selves — oh, so quickly — backwards and forwards 
five times, to express their joy and triumph, and 
then they set to work, flinging more nuts, as hard 
and as fast as ever they could. Chatty began to 
think it was not so easy to catch a pet monkey, 
and he wished he had brought his umbrella with 
him, on account of the nuts ; but as he put his 
knife back again into his pocket, he suddenly felt 
that his catapult was there, in that very pocket. 
He drew it out, fitted a nut deliberately into it — 
all the monkeys stopped to see what he was doing, 
for they always want to know how everything is 
done. Miss Kirke says — and he took aim right at 
the old monkey's eye. It did not hit him in the 
eye, but just here, on the forehead, and knocked 
him backwards off the branch, and he came top- 
pling down, head over heels, right to the ground. 

As he lay quite still. Chatty ventured to go up 
to him, and saw that his eyes were^ shut. He 
immediately seized his long tail, and wound it 
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tightly round and round his body, fastening his 
arms down to his sides. Chatty then tied the end 
with a piece of string — for boys always carry bits 
of string in their pockets — and so he had the old 
monkey safe as a prisoner. Presently the monkey 
opened his eyes — no, he didn't speak ; I am afraid 
monkeys never do speak, even in adventures — 
but he made signs. He shut his eyes again, and 
turned his head on one side, like this, with a very 
sorrowful look, as much as to say, "I am very 
bad, you have hurt me dreadfully ;" and Chatty 
said, " Why did you make fun of me. then } *' 
You know, monkeys can hear and understand, 
if they can't speak. The old monkey made 
more signs, as much as to say, " I was only in 
fun ; pray, pray forgive me." So Chatty could 
not help laughing, and forgave him ; but before 
he untied him, he said, " I want one of your very 
nicest monkeys to come down and belong to 
me as my very own, that I may take it away 
in the ship back to my own home." 
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At this the monkey looked angry, and made 
ugly faces, and shook his head ; but Chatty said, 
" Very well, then ; 1*11 catapult you until I get 
one ;" and he picked up another walnut, and fitted 
it into his catapult. All the other monkeys cried 
out when they saw that, because they were fond 
of their brave old chief, who would rather be hit 
himself than give up one of his children for a 
boy's pet, to sail away in a ship. Chatty did 
not want to hit the old monkey either, and waited 
to see what the others would do. 

They jabbered and chatted a great deal, but 
presently four or five nice monkeys came sliding 
and slithering down the smooth trunks of the tall 
trees, and stpod in a row before him, showing him 
that he was to choose one. They all looked some- 
what wretched, because they did not want to leave 
their beautiful wood and all their relations and 
friends, but still they would rather go than be cata- 
pulted. One of them was such a sweet little things 
exactly like that monkey I saw at the Zoological 
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Gardens when I went with Aunt Totty. Its fur 
was a sort of bright copper colour, and it had 
a wee black face, and such tiny black paws, and 
great, sad-looking eyes, and a yellow beard, like 
a fringe, all round its funny, wistful little face. 
Oh, it was such a pet ! and Chatty chose that 
one directly, and made signs that he was going 
to be very kind to it He put it carefully inside 
his jacket, the way he had seen organ-grinders 
do ; then he went and untied the old monkey's 
tail, and said, "Good bye, old fellow; don't go 
and throw nuts at people, or make fun of their 
knives, you know, or else youll get catapulted all 
to pieces." I don't think the old monkey quite 
understood what he meant, but he walked on all 
four legs and arms together, something like this, 
slowly and sorrowfully away. 

Chatty then went up to the savage, who kept 
knocking the ground with his forehead, and showed 
him the little monkey snug and warm inside his 
jacket The savage was greatly delighted, and 
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jumped up and kicked over his idol, and made 
signs that it was all right now. He evidently wanted 
to roast and eat the small monkey, and pointed 
first to his mouth and then to Chatty's, and said, 
** Make fire : bake him in mud : very good sup- 
per ; " or something like that ; but Chatty could 
not think of allowing such a thing, and shook his 
head. " If you're hungry, come and let us catch 
an eagle," said the bold boy, for by this time he 
was getting so used to adventures that he thought 
no more of catching an eagle than I should do of 
asking nurse for a biscuit if I were hungry. 

The savage did not mind showing Chatty the 
way, but I am sorry to say he behaved just as 
badly as ever when they reached the spot. It was 
an awful place, that's certain. On a great high 
rock, sticking up out of a mountain, with a deep, 
deep river rushing and foaming below, the eagle 
had built its nest. Luckily Chatty could climb 
very well, nearly as well as Oswald, who can get 
up anywhere ; so he soon scrambled up the rocks, 
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holding on here and there by a bush, or tuft of 
grass, with the savage close behind him, saying, 
** Well done, massa;" — savages always say "massa/' 
and it sounds better. But when they came to the 
nest itself it was so dreadful that even Chatty 
wished they had gone to look for a chicken or 
some smaller bird for their supper, and he remem- 
bered that people did not generally eat eagles. 

It was too late, however, to turn back, and the 
precipice looked even worse from above than it did 
from below. So Chatty said boldly to the savage, 
*' Lead on," and took out his knife once more. 
This time he opened the great saw blade, and 
flourished it over his head. Now, it was great non- 
sense to say " Lead on," because they were then 
already at the very tip-top of the rock, and could 
not possibly get any higher ; but, as I said before, 
it was a very terrible place, and perhaps Chatty 
wanted to get away from it. Not only were there 
three young eagles, with their heads thrown back, 
and their huge beaks wide open, like this, but there 
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were feathers, and skins, and bones. Chatty 
thought some of the bones looked uncommonly 
like little boys' arms and legs with all the flesh 
neatly picked off them, but he could not be sure. 
Ugh, it was horrid ! For my part, I am not at all 
surprised at the savage's conduct. He just glanced 
round, saw a great heap of feathers in one corner 
of the dreadful nest, and he scrambled into it, 
hiding his head and shoulders, so that no one could 
see anything except his legs, which were protected 
by mocassins. Miss Kirke says those are things 
Indians wear on their legs — or is it their feet ^ 
Never mind ; this savage was, perhaps, an Indian ; 
at all events, he'd got a pair of mocassins, and 
they looked very smart on his legs, which stuck 
out from his hiding-place. 

Chatty thought to himself, "How about the 
shooting } Didn't the savage say we were to sfioot 
these eagles } I don't see any gun about." But 
he had his catapult, though, and fitting a large, 
loose stone into its socket, he let fly right down 
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the young eagle's throat. It did not mind it one 
bit ; just gave a great gulp, so, and opened its 
mouth again wide as if it had swallowed one sugar- 
plum and wanted another. Clearly a catapult was 
no use ; but there was the knife. Chatty tried to 
saw one of the young eagle's heads off, but after 
sawing away for some time the creature put up its 
claw and scratched the place, as if it only tickled 
it to be sawed, and not a drop of blood came. 

In the mean time the little monkey had been 
peeping out at things in general from the shelter 
of Chatty's jacket, and it now thought the time 
had come for it to help its new master, who was 
almost at his wits' end. This monkey was par- 
ticularly clever, and knew exactly how to fight 
eagles, so he made signs to Chatty to ask if he had 
such a thing as a little salt about him. Luckily 
he had most luckil}^, I may say; because no 
sooner had the monkey sprinkled a pinch of salt 
upon each of the young eagles* tails — very stumpy 
little tails they were, too — than they shut up their 
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beaks, tucked their heads under their ridiculous 
wings, and went off to sleep, exactly as if they 
had had the most delicious supper in the world, 
and were going to bed like three good children. 
Really that salt it was quite magical, and I doft't 
at all wonder that people tell one to use it ; but 
the birds I try it on won't sit still for me to 
sprinkle it properly, as these did. Hardly had 
the young eagles been quieted in this delightful 
way, than with a rush, and a scream, and a whirr, 
the great mamma-eagle flew into the nest. 

It was an awful moment ; she looked hard at 
Chatty with her bright, fierce ey6s, and he felt 
directly that if the young eagles had not been so 
very comfortable and happy it would have gone 
hard with him. She did not take any notice of the 
monkey, though it was watching her sharply all the 
time. Her eyes were so bright, and clear, and un- 
winking, that Chatty made her a bow, so. You 
can't bow very well in a nest, with feathers and 
bones all about your feet : still, he made her a bow. 
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but he felt rather ashamed of himself, as if he had 
been telling a fib, in fact. You see it was plain the 
mamma-ea^le thought Chatty had kindly given her 
children a good supper all round, and put them to 
bed for her, whereas the real fact was, that one of 
them had a big stone inside it, and the other a little 
mark on its bare throat, where he had been trying 
to saw its head off. " If she finds that out," thought 
Chatty; but the young eagles had their heads tucked 
away out of sight, and were sleeping sweetly. 

Just at this moment the eagle caught sight of 
the savage's leg sticking /3ut from the heap of 
feathers, and as the mocassins looked very gay 
and pretty, she thought she would like to taste 
them, and she gave them a sharp dig with her 
great strong beak. Good gracious ! you should 
have heard the yell that savage gave something 
like the noise Ralph made when he sat down in 
the hornet's nest by the pond yesterday ; a roar 
exactly like that. As for the monkey, it was 
so frightened that it ran round to the back of 
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Chatty's waistcoat and tried to climb up by 
his braces. 

Chatty himself wished with all his heart that the 
savage had not taken him for his master, and drew 
out a biscuit and began to eat it to keep his 
courage up. Even the eagle was scared at the 
scream, and the young eagles woke up with such 
a start that the salt tumbled off their tails, and I 
don't know what would have happened if the 
savage had not lost his balance — there was not 
much room for jumping about in the nest — and 
fallen backwards, rolling over and over again down 
the sides of the precipice, and knocking Chatty 
over too, so they both came down together, and 
pretty quick too. Of course, if it had not been 
an adventure they would both have been killed, 
but people never are killed in real adventures, 
you know, or else we shouldn't have any stories. 
Think of the battles and shipwrecks, and lions 
and tigers, people have to escape from, that they 
may tell little boys and girls all about them. 
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Well, Chatty wanted to tell about his adventures 
when he got home, so he could not possibly get 
killed in the very middle, could he? No, that 
would never do ; so he reached the bottom quite 
safely, and the first words he said when he stood 
up, and felt in his pockets for all his things, were, 
" Lead on ! " How brave he must have been! I am 
sure the savage thought so, and even the monkey. 

The poor savage had not far to lead. He 
had nothing to do except to point with his black, 
trembling finger to a huge creature lying on the 
opposite bank of the river, and lazily flapping its 
great scaly tail from side to side. It opened its 
enormous jaws, too, every now and then, and 
snapped at a bird or a water-rat, or something of 
that sort, just as Jip snaps at a fly. I always 
wonder so much if Jip catches anything when 
he snaps. The crocodile did, and bolted it too, 
though it was ever so much bigger than a fly. 
Luckily there was a wide river between Chatty 
and the crocodile, or perhaps he might have 
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snapped him up, and then where would these 
adventures have been, pray? 

" Let us get round to his back and attack 
him that way," said Chatty very bravely, though 
he felt rather bruised and sore from his tumble. 
Again the savage made signs that he wanted to 
eat the monkey, but Chatty put him off with some 
biscuit and a teeny, teeny drop of wine. So he 
led on, through the water, which was very coid 
and rough. Sometimes they swam, and sometimes 
they waded, but they got across quite safely, 
though rather damp, especially about their feet. 
Chatty remembered all that his mother used to 
say about " changing directly," and felt very sorry 
to think he could not obey her, but how could he 
possibly change his socks and boots when he 
hadn't any more with him.^ He did not catch cold, 
however, and felt perfectly well as he followed the 
savage, who was leading on as brave as a lion. 
They took very good care, however, to keep well 
behind the crocodile's tail and out of its reach, but 
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with all their care they came once too near it, and 
it banged them right away into the water again. 
Just one flap was enough, it was such an awful tail ! 

The monkey now made . signs that it would 
show them how to manage, and it climbed up a 
tree which grew conveniently near, dropping from 
a low branch right upon the crocodile's back. 
That was all very well for a monkey, you know, 
but how in the world could Chatty and the savage 
do such a thing ? Well, they had to try, and they 
did it, for people do things in adventures which I 
am quite, quite sure they never could do out of 
them. Didn't I once run and stand before Mamma 
when I thought a red cow was going to chase us, 
and Mamma said it was quite an adventure. I 
could have done that if it had not been one, I 
never feel certain. At all events Chatty and the 
savage jumped down, all right, from the very same 
branch as the monkey had done, and found them- 
selves in safety on the crocodile's back. 

When once they had got there they did not 
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quite know what to do, for it was not pleasant 
walking, though it was long enough to take a 
good many turns up and down. But Chatty did 
not come all that way in a big ship only to walk 
up and down a crocodile's back. He wanted to 
kill him, and immediately drew out his knife and 
began trying all the blades and things, one after 
the other on him. But oh, his skin was so tough ! 
Chatty couldn't make a hole anywhere. 

This time the monkey got them into trouble, 
for he went peering and peeping all about (for 
he had never been on a crocodile's back before, 
and thought it a very curious place) until he 
whisked his tail into the crocodile's eye. The 
monster gave one glance over his shoulder, and 
sure enough there was Master Chatty scraping 
away with the biggest blade at one of the bumps 
on his back. Chatty had not hurt him yet, nor 
had the savage, who was taking shelter behind one 
of the creature's ears, and catapulting him with 
stones right down into his brain. But, bless you, 
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whenever a pebble hit the crocodile's brain — ^be- 
cause I believe you really can get to the brain 
through the ear — it did not hurt him a bit ! He 
fancied it was only an idea— a bright idea — ^which 
had struck him. However, the crocodile thought 
he would be safer in the big river where no fish 
dare to come within a mile of him, than on shore 
among these strange and impudent creatures. 
Accordingly he waddled over the shingle (and 
dreadfully jolty he made it for Chatty and the 
savage), until he got to the stream, into which he 
plunged without hesitation. 

Luckily the crocodile wanted to go to the mouth 
of the river where it flows into the sea, and Chatty 
had nothing to do except to sit on his back and 
hold tight. If the creature had gone the other 
way I don't know whatever Chatty would have 
done, for it was growing quite late and dark, 
and he wanted to get back to his ship. He 
began to feel very hungry too, and he also 
wanted to show his monkey to the captain. The 
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monkey had to hold on tight, and so had the 
savage, but they all three reached the mouth of 
the river quite safely, as the crocodile was so 
obliging as to swim the way they wanted to go. 
Chatty found his boat all ready, and waiting for 
him. He took a friendly leave of the savage, who 
had been really very kind to him, though he was 
such a dreadful coward, and he presented him with 
his catapult. The savage made signs that he was 
very mufh pleased, only he practised on Chatty as 
long as he could reach him whilst he was rowing 
away. Chatty did not like being hit every now 
and then by a big stone, but then I daresay the 
cats don't like it either, and yet he is always doing 
it to them. Perhaps, though, they may consider 
it an adventure, and tell other cats about it. 

Chatty reached the ship in safety, monkey and 
all, and immediately set sail and came back. He 
didn't want any more adventures, he said, and 
I think myself those are quite enough to happen 
to any boy, especially in one day. 

M 
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TO-MORROW MORNING. 

Mamma took me to see Ruth Cousins yesterday. 
She has been ill a long time; even before the 
primroses came this year. How pale and thin 
she looked last evening ; as for her hands, I am 
sure they are no thicker than a sheet of paper, 
and just as white. Yet there is nothing dread- 
ful about her, as I always thought there must 
be about a person who is so very sick. Ruth 
says she is going to get well, though — quite 
well. When I asked her how she felt yesterday, 
she said very softly — for I haven't heard her 
speak loud for a long time — "I shall be well 
by to-morrow morning, miss, the doctor says 
he thinks." 
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Of course I could not understand what she 
meant, and it seemed very foolish of Dr. Perkins to 
tell her such a thing, because it can't possibly be 
true, you know. When I said so, Ruth whispered, 
"True in one way, and that the best Wait a 
minute, and V\\ try and tell you how. You were 
always fond of a bit of a story, Miss.** This is 
something like what she told me. It's her story, 
remember, not mine; because I'm a well little 
girl. 

** There was once — it seems a long time ago — a 
little girl about as big as you, Miss Ethel. She 
wasn't a bit like you though, Miss, in some way.^, 
such as clothes, and houses, and such like ; but she 
had exactly the very same love for running about 
out of doors, and hunting for wild flowers, and 
peeping into birds' nests, and such like, as you 
have. Although this little girl — ^what shall we call 
her.? Mary is a good name; she shall be Mary 
— ^although Mary had not such a soft bed to lie 
on as the young lady up at the House had, nor so 
M 2 
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many nice things to eat; yet she used to be so 
hungry when it was meal-time that she thought 
her porridge, or her beans and bacon, or oftenest 
still, her crust of dry bread, the most delicious 
food in the whole world. As for her bed in the 
corner, like that one over there, the moment she 
lay down on it she went off sound, sound asleep, 
and never woke till the birds woke in the morning. 
So you see she was a very happy little girl, though 
she often would have liked to have had another 
bit of bread to eat, and though she knew that the 
moment she grew big and strong she should 
have to work very hard. At least that is what 
she thought she should have to do, but it all 
turned out very, very different. 

" In those days Mary had a kind mother and 
father, and a little brother, Tom. Perhaps it isn't 
quite true to say that her father was kind, for he 
did not take much notice of the children, and now 
and then he behaved badly, and made Mother 
cry. That was not Mary's business, however, and 
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indeed I think she must have been too young to 
take much notice of family troubles. Her business 
was to get herself and Tom ready to go to school 
of a morning, and to keep her face and hands 
clean, and to try to prevent Tom stepping into 
puddles. Mary's home then was just on the edge 
of a big town with high chimneys, like that one 
over yonder, where they make all those print 
frocks. But there was lots of country about it, 
too ; nice fresh open fields, where the little ones 
could get out for -a run. There were many more 
fields then than there are now, for they tell me 
that every day the great, big, hungry city takes 
into its brick and mortar jaws a piece more of 
the meadows and lanes we used to play in. 

" Mary thought, as many a child thinks, that 
things would be sure always to go on just the 
same way ; that she should always see her mother 
standing at the porch shading her eyes, perhaps, 
this way, from the setting sun, and watching for 
her two little ones to come home from school 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



i66 RIBBON STORIES. [chap. 

across the fields red with the western light But 
one evening — Saturday too, which used to be 
the pleasantest evening of the whole week — ^the 
children missed their mother from the doorway, 
and when they went in, half frightened already, 
they found the cottage full of strange people, and 
their mother lying on her bed upstairs tossing and 
tumbling and picking at the sheets, and saying 
over and over in an odd kind of voice: * To- 
morrow — ^to-morrow morning !' It was brain fever 
the doctor said, and there were not many to- 
morrow mornings for her, poor soul, before she 
went home — ^home to where I'm going, too, I 
humbly trust. Miss Ethel, to-morrow morning. 

**At first, Mary did not miss her kind mother; no, 
nor grieve for her nearly so much as you'd fancy. 
I've often thought of that, as I lay here, why she 
didn't feel more sorry ; and then it seems to come 
plain to me that it isn't a child's nature to fret, not 
as grown people do. Mary was quite proud of 
having a new black frock and black ribbons on her 
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bonnet, and she liked feeling that she was more 
independent now than when she had some one 
over her. She must have been just like one of 
those foolish young birds which we often see 
perched on the edge of its nest without half its 
feathers on, flapping its ridiculous bare pinions, 
and thinking it's got nothing to do but fly, 

"After a bit, though, things became difierent. 
The little girl did her best, and slaved to keep 
the house as her mother used to keep it, but of 
course it couldn't be expected that she should. 
When the father came home of an evening some 
accident had generally just happened, Tom had 
scalded himself, or the kettle had boiled over and 
put the fire out, besides covering the kitchen with 
ashes ; or else the cat had got at the milk, or a 
hungry dog had run in and snatched the loaf off 
the table. Something bad was sure to have just 
that minute come off, and Tom would be roaring 
as loud as he could, and Mary generally crying for 
company, or slapping him, and some neighbour 
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would come in and say, * Them children do make 
a muddle, to be sure/ 

"Perhaps it was not much wonder that when 
things met him like that at home, the father 
should have taken to staying out late at night, 
and smoking his pipe at the public-house round 
the corner. The next step was for him to be 
late, and lazy in getting to his work, and so, by 
degrees, it came about that he had not much work 
left to get to. One day, when poor little Mary was 
slopping about, trying to wash the kitchen floor, a 
man came in with a note-book and wrote some 
things down, and told her she had no call to clean 
up, for that it was all his, and he didn't want it 
cleaned. Well then, there were some very dark 
and dreadful days after that, which Mary cannot 
rightly remember about, and couldn't talk of them 
if she did. Tom did not go to school, nor Mary 
either, and there was less and less to eat ever>' 
day. Father sat over the cinders in the fireplace 
with his head on his hands, think, think, thinking. 
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"One morning early he called little Mary to 
him and told her — ah, how distinctly she recol- 
lects every word 1 — that the neighbours had been 
very kind and had got a few pounds together for 
him, and that he was going out to America that 
very day, and would soon get work there, and 
make a new home for her and Tom. Poor little 
Mary felt quite scared and startled, but before 
she could say anything, or do aught but stare 
into her father's face, he kissed her first and Tom 
afterwards, and got up and went out of the house, 
locking the back door after him. There wasn't 
much in the cupboards, as you may suppose, and 
what little there was, Tom and she ate before 
night. Mary kept wondering who would come 
and fetch her and her brother, but nobody came. 
She and Tom cried themselves to sleep that night, 
though they were not afraid of thieves or robbers, 
for the house was securely fastened up, doors and 
windows and all. The children could not get out, 
possibly, nor could anyone get to them without a 
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great deal of trouble. Every shutter was securely 
nailed up, far too tightly for their little fingers to 
unfasten. They tore at the great clumsy bolts 
and bars, as famished creatures will, for before 
next evening they were both frightfully hungry. 
Still no one came. Tom cried a sort of little low 
whine like a lost dog, instead of bellowing out 
loud as he usually did. 

" Mary had a dreadful thought deep down in her 
little mind. She has tried often and often since 
that time to think it was not a true one, and it has 
been put into her heart since then, that perhaps it 
might all have been a mistake ; a mistake which it 
was very nearly too late to set right, however, for 
no one came near the cottage for a week, think- 
ing it was empty. When some person brought a 
key and unlocked the door, they found two little 
children lying, as if they were asleep, in each other's 
arms, thin — ah, how thin they were! — but not 
dead. Everybody was kinder to them than weak 
words of mine can tell. The poor little orphans 
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would have found a home and a mother, and food ^ 
and care, in ever}'' house for miles and miles round. 
Even when they were taken to the workhouse 
they were as happy as children could be. Every- 
body was good and kind to them, from the 
matron downwards. They were sent to school — 
only a workhouse school, but a very good one for 
all that — and they grew up loving each other very 
much, and thankful to all the kind good people 
whom they came across in their journey through 
the world. 

*^God has seen fit to decide. Miss Ethel dear, 
that it should not be a very long journey, however, 
for either of the children. Tom went for a soldier 
three years ago: he was always so fond of soldiers, 
that child was. Well, it so chanced that young 
Allan, who had been a fellow-townsman of ours, 
and used to be always coming to see us and 
taking us for a holiday at Christmas, and such 
times, was in the same regiment as poor Tom. 
Allan promised me faithful he'd be good to Tom. 
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* 1*11 look after him as if he were my own brother/ 
he said, and so he did. But he couldn't stand 
between him and the Sepoy bullets, Miss Ethel, 
and I knew more than a year ago that one of 
them had killed my poor Tom. The Squire came 
and told me of it himself, and kind and good 
his words were, as he bade me remember that 
the noblest death a man can die is when he is 
taken doing his duty; and Tom had died that 
way, and his Queen and his country loved him, 
and valued the life he had given them. 

" That was very kind of the Squire, but it was 
curious that when Allan came to see me, which he 
did the moment he came to England, and could 
leave the hospital (for he had been badly wounded, 
too), he said, when I asked him what were Tom's 
last words, ' He hadn't any last words, rightly, for 
he was hit sharp and sudden, poor fellow. He 
was talking of the fort we were going up to, 
through the jungle, and he was saying, " We'll be 
in it by to-morrow morning," v/hen he was struck 
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down/ That's Gospel truth, Miss Ethel ; and 
now my last words to you will be * to-morrow 
morning.' 

" Yes, dear young lady, think of what a change 
it will be for me ! From sorrow and sickness, 
from weary days and nights full of pain, to the 
shelter of the Everlasting Arms, which I feel 
around me even now, and which will keep me 
from all harm. Ah, Miss Ethel, when you look 
on your last sunset on earth, may you feel as I 
do, that, however lovely it may all be, it is 
nothing compared to the beauty your new eyes 
will see to-morrow morning!" 

That's what Ruth told me. I didn't know before 
that her papa had been so unkind to her : perhaps 
it was only carelessness, though ; he may have 
meant to come back. Still, I am quite sure my 
papa would not go away and leave me and Ralph 
behind, like that. 

It is to-morrow morning now, and Mamma went 
down to the cottage where Ruth has been living, 
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and she told me when she came back that the 
angels had come for Ruth and taken her dear 
beautiful self away, and left only the dress she used 
to go about in. Mamma doesn't mean her frock, 
I know ; she must mean her body. Poor Ruth, 
how I shall miss her ! yet how glad she seemed 
to be to think her to-morrow morning was so near. 
It is very beautiful here to-day, yet it must be 
more beautiful there, I suppose. I shall always 
beg God, when I say my prayers every night, 
to make me glad when my ** to-morrow morning " 
comes. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A doll's dilemma. 

Sybil did not know which to choose. Sybil was 
only a doll, but of course she could talk. There 
are plenty of dolls who can say " Papa '* and 
" Mamma," and " Bo-peep," and little easy words 
like that, so I don't understand why they should 
not be able to say a great many other words in 
time, as they grow older. Babies can't manage 
everything at once, can they.^ 

I suppose the real truth is that dolls never do 
grow old. How is it possible for them to do so 
when there are so many boys about ? They haven't 
nine lives like the cats, and I am quite sure the 
cats would be glad of a few more lives themselves. 
Next to their cruelty to cats, boys are certainly 
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dreadfully unkind and cruel to dolls. Ralph and 
Oswald declare that they can't feel ; but they 
must feel, or else Sybil could not have been in 
such a state of mind. 

Now, I just ask, would not you be in a state of 
mind if you had a piece of thick string round your 
neck, and some one, a boy — indeed two boys — had 
hold of the other end of it, and was jerking you 
along, inquiring whether you would prefer being 
" chucked " (that's what they said) into the pond, 
or hung out of the staircase window } She could 
not speak much, poor thing, because the string was 
so tight, but she thought a good deal. First of all 
she wondered how her mamma (that's me) could 
possibly have been so very, very foolish as to leave 
her sitting all by herself at tea whilst she went 
out to spend the evening at the Rectory. Next 
she thought, "I'll choose the staircase window, 
because of my beautiful new clothes ;" and last of 
all, she said, very softly to herself, " I wonder how 
those boj^s would like my mamma to go and cut 
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notches in their cricket-bat, or tear holes in their 
casting-nets, or break their fishing-rods into bits. 
Did anyone ever hear of a girl doing such things ?" 
But poor Sybil could not even think any more, fpr 
she was being dragged downstairs by that horrid 
rope. Luckily, as her mamma had turned Sybil's 
beautiful head over her shoulder before she went 
away, saying, " Keep it like that, my pet, and then 
when I come into the room again you will look as 
if you were watching for me and glad to see me," 
— her nose did not get very much bumped. 

The best of Sybil was her obedience. Miss 
Kirke says she is quite an example to me, but 
Sibyl likes sitting still better than I do, that's very 
certain. She had been sitting as still as a dor- 
mouse for a long time before the boys burst in, 
looking straight at the door by which her mamma 
would come in. Although Sybil is a very pretty 
doll, and although her head is perfectly empty, she 
is not the least bit in the world vain. That's very 
curious, when you come to think of it, and shows 
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what a wonderful child she must be ; for I often 
hear Papa say, "So-and-so is an empty-headed, 
vain girl." Nobody could say that of Sybil, and 
no one knows how empty her head is except me. 
To look at her you would think she was full of 
sense, and so she is, though she cannot protect 
herself from her enemies ; still a great many clever 
and sensible people one reads of, have found it 
quite as difficult to do that. 

I cannot imagine how anyone, even a boy, 
could have had the heart to disturb a doll at her 
tea, in that way. Sybil never tells tales, but I 
suspect they played a great many tricks on her 
before they gave her the choice of being drowned 
or hanged. When her mamma went away, Sybil 
was sitting, as I have said, like 3. little lady on her 
own chair at her own table. She had on her very 
best clothes, unfortunately, for as the General was 
having tea with her, it would never have done to 
disgrace her by putting on her pinafore, or even 
her apron. They were going to play " beggar my 
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neighbour " afterwards, and their own little tiny 
pack of cards had been left out all ready for them, 
when they chose to begin. No doubt they were 
just thinking about it when that dreadful Cousin 
Reginald broke into the room, for Nurse says she 
heard him go upstairs. I am sure neither Ralph 
nor Oswald would ill-treat my dolls, especially 
when I wasn't there. Ralphy says the General 
must have run away, for we found him under the 
table without his cocked hat, and with his sword 
broken in two places. That makes me think 
he tried to defend "his beautiful friend," as he 
always calls Sybil. They don't take much notice 
of each other before me, because I daresay it 
is not doll-manners to do so, but they get on 
very well together even when I go away and 
leave them in Mamma's wardrobe for weeks to- 
gether. I am sure he must have struck a blow 
in his lady-love's defence, for his poor bald 
head, was all squeezed in, and one of his hands 
troken off at the wrist. He shall have the 
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Victoria Cross for that, and Sybil shall give it 
to him herself. 

But, oh dear ! oh dear ! what a long time it will 
be before she can be made fit to take tea with a 
General again, much less to give him a medal ! 
She only had that one silk dress, pink with little 
white stripes, because it is not any use getting too 
many things for her at once. Girls — I mean doll- 
girls — do grow so fast ! Now, Sybil, my poor 
darlifig, try and compose yourself, and tell me 
exactly how it all happened, whilst I comb and 
crimp your hair nicely once more. Oh, my 
child, my child, what have you done with your 
curl ? 

Sybil — Reginald tore it off, little Mother, and 
said it was only tow. Luckily, considering the 
trials we dolls are modelled for, it did not 
hurt much, but I was afraid it would make you 
sorry. 

Her Mother. — Sorry ! I should think so, indeed ! 
Are you aware you have also lost one of your 
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red-heeled boots? In fact, you are not fit to 
be seen. 

Sybil began to cry bitterly at this, for her 
mother spoke so severely that she felt as if her 
misfortunes had been her fault. 

Whilst she and her mamma were bewailing 
themselves in this fashion, they heard a noise 
as if a little toy pistol had been fired down the 
chimney, and — pop — a beautiful golden egg, just 
like Mr. Cremer's Easter eggs, tassel and all, 
came bouncing out of the grate, hop, skip, and a 
jump — two jumps, indeed — like this, right into 
the middle of the room. There it twirled round 
on end like a teetotum several times, and at last 
stood suddenly as steady as if somebody had 
slipped an egg-cup under it. After a moment's 
silence, just to get one's breath, you know, a 
sweet, clear voice sounded from inside of the ^^<g^ 
asking very prettily if anyone would please to 
open it. Sybil had been staring with her great 
blue eyes wide open, as they usually are (unless 
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she lies down, and then they shut of themselves), 
but when she heard the egg's request she shud- 
dered. It seemed quite as dreadful to her as if 
one asked her to kill them. However, her mamma 
was delighted, and, kneeling down by the side of 
the lovely egg, she inquired, " How would you 
like to be opened, please.? Shall I crack you 
with a spoon, or cut off your top with a knife, 
as Papa does?" 

At this alternative the egg became so terrified' 
that it swayed from side to side, as if it could not 
possibly stand upright any longer, and then cried 
out, in great alarm, " Not on any account ! Don't 
do anything so dreadful ! Pull the tassel very 
gently three times." 

Sybil's mother took her daughter in her arms 
so as to keep her safe, in case any strange thing 
should occur, for she felt sure that this was a fairy 
egg, laid by a fairy hen (though it was enormous 
for an egg, you must know), and did as she was 
told. Once, twice, a little stronger each time; 
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now the third pull, and the egg-shell split into 
two parts, and fell open on the carpet. Such a 
lot of things came tumbling out of the egg, that 
both Sybil and her mamma felt quite stupid with 
astonishment, and did not know which to look at 
first. Naturally Sybil would have Hked to pick 
up a little red-heeled boot which rolled towards 
her, but her mamma whispered, "Never take 
anything which does not belong to you ; " so she 
kept her little waxen arm quite still, and only 
wished that Reggy had been taught that in his 
youth. 

It was lucky for Miss Sybil that she had some 
one to advise her, or else there might have been 
a dreadful piece of work. All these lovely things 
which we'll come to presently, evidently belonged 
to the voice which had come out of the egg, and 
the voice belonged to a fairy — a real, proper 
fairy. She supported herself gracefully by the 
tassel, and looked at Sybil and Sybil's mamma 
without speaking. Oh, how beautiful she looked. 
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and so curiously dressed. Although she really 
was the tiniest little creature you ever saw, about 
as tall as a pencil before it has been cut, she was 
so stately that you felt as if she must be ever so 
much bigger than you, whereas she was much 
smaller. Not only was her face very lovely, but 
it was so gentle and sweet, for all her grandeur, 
that Sybil and her mamma felt directly that they 
were in the presence of a good fairy, which was 
a great comfort to both of them. She had bright 
brown hair, with threads of gold here and there in 
it ; and large deep blue eyes, which smiled kindly 
at everyone. 

I don't know about her nose and mouth ; they 
must have been all right, I suppose, because I am 
certain she was pretty, but Sybil's mamma never 
could look beyond that fairy's eyes. Yet her frock 
was so lovely that it would have been quite enough 
if you had only had it to admire. It was not 
made like any frock we ever see here, for it 
came straight from Fairyland, where the very best 
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dressmakers in the world live. Instead of being 
of stupid thick silk or satin, or even velvet, it was 
made entirely of flowers. Think of that ! Real 
flowers ; little wee, wee daisies, each no bigger 
than a pin's head, but quite perfect. And they 
were joined together in the curiotisest way. Not 
sewn ; oh dear, no ! That would have been much 
too clumsy for fairy milliners. Each flower had a 
sweet smell of its own : so they could not have been 
daisies exactly like ours ; and their perfume held 
them together. I can't think how it could have 
been managed, but that's the way it was. Perhaps 
the border helped a little to make the beautiful 
frock stick together, for this robe had a border, 
which went round the sleeves and all, and also a 
girdle made of what looked like a piece of the blue 
sky, with a golden line at each edge. 

Now wasn't that a lovely dress, and wouldn't 
I like to have one exactly like it } But perhaps 
I should not look so pretty in it as the fairy did, 
as she stood there, leaning negligently against the 
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thick crimson silk cord as if it were a pillar, and 
smiling at Sybil and her mother from beneath 
a light crown of flowers to match her robe. As 
for Sybil, she stared as if she never meant to 
shut her ty^s^ and then she tried to lift up her 
lace apron and play bo-peep, which was her best 
idea of the most delightful manners in a doll. 

But Sybil's mamma knew a great deal better 
than to suppose bo-peep could possibly amuse such 
an exquisite creature as the fairy. She felt sure 
it was the famous Queen of Beauty, so she got 
up from her knees, walked slowly round the 
egg and its crimson tassel three times, taking 
great care never to turn her back for a moment 
Finally she made a low curtsey, down, down, 
down, until she felt she should tumble backward 
if she went any lower. Then she rose slowly up 
again, brought her feet into the third position, and 
said timidly, " Were you pleased to want anything, 
your Majesty ? " 

" Silly little mortal child," said the fairy (what a 
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ridiculous Idea of her to call anyone little) ; " I am 
not the Queen." 

She puzzled Sybil's mamma still more by 
raising a golden sceptre which she held in one 
hand like a fan, and which had a ruby heart at its 
tip, with a golden crown. Sybil and her mamma 
both thought she must be telling stories when 
she pretended not to be a queen, and yet carried 
about a sceptre with a crown at the top. The fairy 
guessed their thoughts directly — for, of course, 
there is not a bit of good in being a fairy if you 
can't do that much — ^and added, smiling : 

" That is to say, I only rule over hearts, as even 
you may do, little mortal girl" (she would call 
Sybil's mamma "little," in that ridiculous way), 
"v/hen you are able to smile as I do." 

And then she smiled — oh, my goodness! such 
a smile. Sybils mamma felt that it would take 
a long, long time before she could possibly look 
in the least like that ; besides, she did not see 
how she could have got the robe or wreath 
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or sceptre which all matched the smile so nicely. 
So she gave up all idea of being a fairy, or 
even of looking like one, on the spot, and only 
asked, modestly, like the way the school-children 
speak — 

"And who might you please to be then, 
ma'am?" 

" Only the Mistress of the Robes,** answered this 
charming fairy, gracefully twirling her sceptre, as 
if that was nothing at all. 

Fancy being Mistress of such Robes as these! 
Sybil's mamma rounded her eyes, so, and very 
nearly put her finger in her mouth, but fortunately 
she stopped herself just in time. Although she 
had always been taught not to worry people with 
questions, it seemed quite impossible to help 
asking one little one; and she whispered in her 
most coaxing voice, so that it should not sound 
rude — 

"And what are you doing here, please.?" 

The Mistress of the Robes smiled again, and 
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this time her eyes sparkled like blue diamonds 
(I don't see why there should not be such things, 
though I've never heard of any). She did not look 
in the least angry, but replied — 

" My business in this rough, rude world of yours 
is to repair the wardrobes of unhappy dolls who 
are otherwise well behaved and amiable, but viho 
have the misfortune to fall into the clutches of 
monsters — boys, I mean," added the fairy, a shiver 
running all through her delicate frame. 

" That is very kind of you, ma'am — your Grace 
— your Highness, I mean," said Sybil's mother, 
quite at her wits' ends to know what to call her 
beautiful visitor. 

** Are you not very busy always } " she added. 
" Well," said the beautiful, tiny creature, with a 
laugh as if some one were ringing a peal of little 
silver bells a long way off, " I certainly have my 
hands full at certain times of the y^^x—your year 
I mean — for Fairyland knows neither time nor 
change. It is not a place at all ; it is inside 
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people. Do you understand me, little earth- 
girl?" 

" Not quite, ma'am." 

*' I must explain, then. Don't you often feel 
that you get tired, even of play, and are dull, 
and don't care to talk to anyone ; and then you 
fly away to another sort of place, so that whilst 
your body is sitting quietly in this, its own world, 
all the rest of you is wandering among gardens 
and places far more beautiful than any you 
ever see here V she said, disdainfully waving 
her sceptre around her. 

" Yes, ma'am," answered Sybil's mamma, giving 
her child a little shake to make her attend to what 
the fairy was kindly explaining to them both. 

" Very well ; that's just what I say," continued 
the fairy. " Do those flowers ever fade away } Do 
you ever see any dead leaves on the walks there } 
Is there frost or snow or east wind there } Do you 
ever see people with colds in their head or tooth- 
ache there ? And, above all " — this she said in a 
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slow, solemn voice, which sounded rather awful-^ 
** are there many boys there ? " 

*' Where, ma'am ? " asked the poor little girl, for 
she was getting quite puzzled, and felt sure Sybil 
could not possibly understand a word. 

" Tfierey' insisted the fairy, twirling her sceptre 
airily round her lovely head — '' there, in the only 
place worth living in — in FAIRYLAND, to be 
sure. Don't pretend youVe never been there, 
Ethel, for I myself have met you scampering all 
over the place, times and times. You could find 
your way all about it as well as I could, I 
believe. Don't cry, my dear," the gracious fairy 
added kindly, for Ethel had put the back of her 
hand up to one of her eyes, and began to rub it, 
this way ; — " don't cry ; the very nicest little girls 
in the whole of your world go there oftenest — are 
always running off there, in fact." 

This comforted Ethel immensely, because she 
thought it was as good as telling her she was 
nice, and though Nurse often shook her head and 
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laughed, and bade her remember that " Praise to 
the face is open disgrace," still it seemed so 
delicious to be praised, and as good as told you 
were nice by a fairy, that she did not care a bit for 
the old proverb. 

" Do boys • ever go there, gracious ma*am ? " 
inquired the pleased little girl. 

The fairy tried her best to repress a shiver, 
and made the sweetest wry face you ever saw, 
as she hung her dainty head and murmured, 
"Sometimes; but the curious thing is, that I 
meet grown-up men there oftener than boys — 
and — and," she added, looking round, " they never 
come alone there. Perhaps they could not find 
their way about in so puzzling and dreamy a place. 
Some girl is nearly always leading them about 
by the hand, and it generally happens that the 
stupid big creatures have to keep their eyes fixed 
on their guide, or they would lose themselves 
directly. The consequence is, men often come to 
Fairyland without knowing it, or noticing the 
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beauties round about them. I have heard them 
declare they have not been near the place, when 
they have been taking quite a long walk there. 
Do you know, Ethel> I believe they are half 
ashamed of paying us visits/' 

** Boys 2tre, I know," answered Sybil's mamma, 
boldly. " They declare that Sybil aiid I are a pair 
of muffs when we say we've been there, and try to 
tell them of all the lovely things we've seen." 

" The stupid geese ! " cried the {^\ry ; " but never 
mind them, my dear. We must not lose any 
more time chattering. • I am tremendously busy 
just now. In fact, it's — it's — " (here the fairy looked 
Cautiously around, stood on one toe, and, raising 
her finger to her lips, whispered) — " it's holiday 
time, and a good many dolls* Wardrobes are 
but of repair just now. So make haste and 
choose what you'll have, for I must be off to 
the Rectory, and then go on to the Hall, and 
to the new big red-brick house on the hill. 
There are boys in all those houses, you know. 

O 
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Indeed, where are there not boys ? " she inquired, 
mournfully. 

All this time you will perceive Sybil had not 
taken any part in the conversation ; it is true she 
had listened attentivdy, and that is wh^tt $he does, 
best ; but now she had to choose. A pleasanter 
choice than between a pond and a rope, wasn't it > 
The fairy pointed with her wand — for the things,, 
though only big enough to fit Sybil, were much too; 
heavy for her to lift — to a tiny, tiny sealskin jacket, 
and to a little opera cloak of red merino, lined 
throughout with silk, and with an enchanting 
hood hanging at the back. 

**you want something warm over your shoul« 
ders, child," she said, and no wonder ; for poor 
dear Sybil's shoulders were not only bare and 
shiny, but a good deal scratched, and round her 
smooth pink throat there was a dreadful mark. 
That was from the rope, and might perhaps 
rub off with a little butter, Miss Kirke said, 
but it looked horrid at the time. "Which will 
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you have ? " the smiling Mistress :of the Robes 
hiquired. 

Sybil seemed puzzled^ and her mamma had to 
whisper a great deal to her about which to choose. 
At last she said, speaking rather like her mamma, 
but :much more softly and prettily, "This one, 
please ; *' and her mamma put her on the sealskin 
jacket, which fitted too beautifully, and in which 
she looked so lovely, that it was impossible to 
help saying, "Now, my dear, you must keep 
this on, and wear this hat, if our gracious 
fairy will permit, when you go to visit the poor 
General He is in hospital just now,, and his 
wrist is not dry yet, but he'll soon be able to 
take tea with you again, 

" What General ? " inquired the fairy, turning up 
her exquisite nose the least bit in the world. 

If Sybil could have flown into a passion, it would 
have been to hear anyone, even the Mistress of the 
Robes, say a word against her General, Was he 
not dressed in a scarlet coat, with splendid gold 

O 2 
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lace alt about it, and at least a dozen orders sewn 
on his firmly stuffed breast ? He had cost I do not 
know how much, and wore a real sword by his side, 
as well as beautiful striped trousers and shiny boots; 
When Sybil's mamma's papa (I wonder if he could 
have been Sybil's grandfather? We must think 
about that) wanted to tease, he said the General 
looked something between a Christy Minstrel and 
a May sweep ; but that was too dreadful a thing 
to repeat. Besides, it was only a joke. So Sybil 
turned round quite fiercely on the fiairy-r-for you 
should always stand up for your friends— and 
answered,, still speaking in her mamma's voice : 
" My General, to be sure. The bravest and wisest 
General in the whole world. He cost a pound, 
and was given to me on my birthday." 

" I don't like generals," the fairy declared, not a 
bit frightened at Sybil's anger. " I like captains 
and colonels, but not generals. They are always 
bald. Isn't your General bald, now ? " 

"Yes," replied Syjsil, boldly; " but that does not 
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matter, for he wears a cocked-up hat with a plume 
of scarlet feathers in it. So he may be as bald as 
be pleases underneath that^ you know." 

" But surely he does not always wear hi^ cocked- 
tip hat/* said the fairy, mimicking Sybil's voice, 
''.He can't keep it on when he takes tea with you, 
for instance." 

" Of course he can, and does," cried SybH : ** I 
should not like him without it" 

"What manners!" laughed the fairy. ''Oh, 
what manners] Never mind; 111 bring you a 
nice china colonel, with a hat which can come off 
and on, and a dear little jointed captain. I also 
know where a sailor can be bought, only he is 
rather dusty; and there is a Scotchman of my 
acquaintance not far off, if you would not object 
to his being altogether knitted." 

" Pooh ! only fit for babies to put into their 
mouths," answered Sybil, rudely. 

"My dear, your temper needs mending as 
well as your wardrobe. Keep your General, 
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pray, only do buy him a wig. It does not loofc 
nice for him to take tea .With you in his cocked 
hat ; and I wonder at yoiir mamma allowing 
5Uch a thing." ^ 

, . But whilst Sybil was fightmg the General's 
J^attlesj her mamma employed herself in turning 
over the beautiful things at the fairy's feet. 
There was a battledore and shuttlecock for Sybil, 
besides a wee, wee cup and ball. There were neck- 
Jaces and lockets and rings ; fans and gloves and 
pocket-handkerchiefs, all so tiny that Ethel felt 
sure the Mistress of the Robes must have made 
them, or at least cut them out, with her own 
fairy fingers. But the riding-habit ! that was the 
^wonder, after all. And out of its folds fell a 
natty riding-whip^-lash and tassel and all, whilst 
the fairy pointed" to a black hat and veil which 
had rolled a little way off. Did you ever hear 
of such things } Ah, I have. I saw them all 
the other day, and how I wished to buy them ! 
Poor Sybil! it was lucky for her that the fairy 
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brought theni, because she might never have had 
therrt otherwise. As it was, she really did not 
know which to choose, and so the time passed, 
and the fairy began to fidget a little, and even 
stooped down to look at a watch about as big as a 
bee's knee, which lay on the ground among the 
other ornaments for Sybil. ' ' 

' " Oh, don't be in a htirry," said Sybil's mamma, 
remembering what her mamma said to visitors 
sometimes ; " pray don't go just yet.*' 

"My love, I would gladly stay longer," an- 
swered the fairy, gaily, " but you see these are 
really such busy times. The middle or end of 
the Christmas holidays gives me a good deal to 
do, I assure you." 

Those were the last words the lovely aerial lady 
spoke, for just as they were ringing on the air the 
door flew suddenly open, and three great rough 
boys burst into the room, crying, " Ethel, Ethel, 
the pond '11 bearl" 

Sybil's mother hastily shoved her daughter be- 
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hind the sofa cushion^ and leaned back on it, in 
order to pretend nobody was there. It was to be 
hoped the Mistress of the Robes could take care 
of herself, for Sybil was rejiUy quite ^ enough to 
have on one's mind. 

" I don't want to come out," .Sybil's iziamma 
said, coldly. 

" Oh, nonsense ; that's all stuff— come along ! " 
shouted R^inald, Sybil's tormentor. "Don't sit 
starinor at the arm-chair in that absurd way. 
You're as blue as skim-milk; come and have a 
jolly slide. Bring Sybil, and we'll punch a hole 
in the ice and put her in, and see what she'll look 
like when the frost breaks up. Do come, it'll be 
such fun." 

" No, thank you," answered Sybil's mamma, 
leaning back on the cushion which concealed her 
child, and hoping that she was not sticking her 
foot or arm out of her hiding-place, Sybil did 
that sometimes, and always g'ot discovered and 
dragged out in consequence. 
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" What are you staring at, Ethel ? " asked 
Ralph, more kindly; "you look as if you had 
seen a ghost." 

Now Ralph always spoke so kindly that his 
lister did not mind telling him anything, so she 
called him to come and sit dowjn next her. for 
she dared not move on any accouat; and, put- 
ting h^r arms around his neck, whispered .: ^* A 
fairy has beejj here — the Mistness of the Robes-r- 
and she brought Sybil a quantity of those lovely 
dolls' things we saw at Mr. Cremer*s the other 
day, and we were busy trying them on, and now 
youVe frightened her away, and she has taken 
all the things with her." 

"That's unlucky," said Ralph, laughing; "what 
a pity we can't get her back again ! Poor Sybil 
does look certainly as if she would be the better 
for a visit from a fairy or anyone who would patch 
her up." 

" I suppose Ethel has seen some old pedlar go 
by with a basket of pins and tapes, and she imme- 
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idiately sets to work and thinks that's a fairy, and 
gives. her wings and spangles,iand all the rest of it. 
Where's Sybil ? " continued this horrid rough boy ; 
•** you can't think how jolly she looked, clattering 
down the steps with her red-heeled boots. We 
made her walk for a long time, but at last the rope 
•got twisted, and she tumbled down on her back, 
and shut her eyes as if she were going to sleep 
'then and there. Oh, it was prime fun, wasn't 
It, Ossy?" 

Oswald looked rather ashamed of himself when 
^Halph struck in with, *' I hate boys teasing girls 
tand their dolls. Much best leave 'em alone. 
We shouldn't like it done to us and our things, 
:'you know." 

i " Thank you, Ralphy dear," said Sybil's mamma, 
giving her kind, big brother a kiss; "I'll tell the 
/fairy how nice you are : not a bit like a boy " (she 
considered this quite a compliment, though Ralph 
xdidn't), "and then perhaps she will come and sec 
•you, and bring you beautiful presents." 
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But the Mistress of the Robes never came again. 
Sybil and her mamma often talked of her, and 
hoped and wished for another visit from the radiant 
creature ; but they have watched in vain. From 
that day to this Sybil's mamma has never seen her 
again. Perhapis she heard what Reginald said, or 
perhaps she has. been sp busy that she has quite 
forgotten poor dear Sybil and her shabby clothes. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A bell's story. 

It wasn't the dinner-bell which told me this 
story; nor was it the school-bell, nor the hall- 
door bell, nor the alarm-bell — no, not even the 
church-bell. It was a much bigger and curiouser 
bell than all those. It was a diving-bell. I saw 
one when I went up to London last week with 
Mamma and Papa, and they took me to that 
place where the Ghost is, and the spun-glass, and 
all the models. Poly — poly — I forget the name, 
but of course you know what I mean, Ribbon 
dear. I thought the diving-bell was the airiousest 
thing there, and wished I could go down in it. 
Not down into that little shallow place where 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAP, viii.] A BELL'S story: 205 

it keeps now, and which can't possibly have any 
beautiful things at the bottom of it, but down 
into the very middle of the grcat,^ wide, deep s^a. 
That would be* delightful! I asked Papa if he 
thought I could go; not now, but ever. He 
only laughed, and: said he was afraid little girls 
never went down in diving-bells ; not even when 
they grew up. Papa was very dear and kind 
though, and told me a lot about divers and their 
dresses, and all they saw; and now we will tell 
ourselves a story about something which happened 
to a boy who went down in a diving-bell. I 
would much rather it had happened to a girl, but 
if they never go, I suppose we must be content 
with a boy,, and well call him " Div^r ; *' Jack 
Diver shall.be his name. 

Well, then. Jack Diver lived with his old grand- 
father in a very tiny little cottage by the sea- 
shore. He was just like me in some things, for 
he was very fond of the sea. He loved going 
Qut in their old boat with his grandfather, who 
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was even older than the boat, and he never felt 
frightened at the big waves. Indeed I believe 
he liked sailing over the water when it was all 
tumbling and tossing itself about in great hills 
and hpUows, sometimes up and sometimes down, 
better than when there was no wind, and the 
old boat rocked slowly backwards and forwards 
ever so gently, and Jack could lean over the 
side and gaze, and gaze down into the clear 
water. His old grand-dad, as Jack called him, 
was not so fond, however, of going out in rough 
Stormy weather. " Fve had enough of that, Jack,' 
my lad," he would say, slowly shaking his old 
head with its long grey hair ; '* I've ha^ enough of 
foul weather. But I'll tell ye a strange thing 
about them there waves now. IVe known 'em 
all a-foam, with the white horses racing and 
tearing after each other like mad ; a big one 
catching up a little one and swallowing him, 
like ; and all striving their very best who'd reach 
the shore first and curl themselves up highest, and 
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burst with a crash and a swish on the shinglei 
Tve known the sea like that up at the top, and 
down below, right down at the bottom, it would 
be as calm and as quiet as you please, with the 
weeds and things growing thick in a forest, and 
their long stalks swinging gently backwards, and 
forwards, from where they were anchored tight 
by the roots to the bottom of the sea. 

" Oh, grand-dad ! " cried Jack, clasping his hands 
together very tight over his knees, " have . you 
really been to the bottom of the sea ? " 

" Of course I have, times and times," answered 
the old man, for he was very pleased to find out 
that the little boy thought it a clever thing tq 
have done; ** I used to go reg'lar when we wa3 
working at the wreck of the Morning Star thretty 
year agone." 

" How I wish I'd been as big then as I ani 
now, grand-dad," sighed Jack. 

" Your father was only just your size in those 
days, my lad," replied the old man, " and he used 
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to scream like a good one, and run awajT from me 
when I had on my diving togs. The helmet was 
enough to frighten any child out of its seven 
senses, let alone a little one: I doubt whether 
you'd have had more pluck than your father, 
Jack. I daresay you'd have yelled and bolted 
like the rest of 'em. 

" Not I,*' said Jack stoutly. " I don't mean to 
say that I don't like to see you better as you are 
now, than if you had them ugly things on, but 
I'd never have run away from you ; " and the little 
boy laid his brown head of touzled curls on the 
gentle old man's knee, and stroked his grey 
knitted stocking up and down. They used often 
to sit like that, those two, and "spin yarns," as 
they called it, about the good old times when 
the feeble grand-dad was a bold young sailor, 
the first in every dangerous or exciting job, and 
Jack's father a little boy running after him 
everywhere just like a dog. The old man 
would shake his head, and say, ''And now he's 
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sleeping down at the bottom of that very same 
sea, somewheres ! I don't rightly know the spot, 
but the Lord does, we may be sure. And I'm fain 
to think how calm it is down there — as quiet as 
any country churchyard on the green earth." 

Jack was too young to remember his father, 
so he used, naturally enough, to try to make his 
old grandfather talk of other things; of the 
storms he had been in, and the wrecks he had 
seen, and oftenest of all of the strange creatures 
which had flitted past him whilst he was working 
away at the bottom of the sea, hoisting up boxes 
of precious things from some poor broken ship 
which lay helpless under the deep blue water. 
Jack and his grandfather liked to talk a great 
deal of all these past days, and at last a very 
curious thing happened. 

It was a beautiful summer day — one of those 
days when everything looks lazy, and blue, and 
warm, and delicious. After breakfast Jack used 
to lead his old grand-dad out of doors to sit on the 
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beach in the sun and smoke a pipe, and make up 
their minds what was to be done that day. When I 
say " lead," I don't mean that the old man couldn't 
walk by himself. He would have been dreadfully 
angry if anyone had said such a thing, and he was 
always declaring he could do a day's work with 
any man of his age. But it never affronted him 
when Jack took care of him, and he would pretend 
that he could not get on without his little helper. 
That was only when there was nothing to be done. 
The moment he saw a chance of any odd job, he 
would seem to grow ever so much younger directly, 
and straighten his back and step out briskly, and 
answer, " Ay, ay, sir," as cheerily as any of the 
younger men about the beach. 

On this bright morning, however, nobody seemed 
to want a boat or anything. .Everyone looked 
lazy and inclined to sit still, so old Father Diver, 
feeling quite sure he might act being feeble and 
helpless as much as he liked, got his pipe and his 
big straw-hat, and let Jack lead him, as I have 
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said, along the shining wet sands to a place where 
a tall cliff cast the least little shade of a morn- 
ing. Here they sat down, still close together, and 
then the old man smoked whilst Jack played about. 
Jack's head was as full as ever of wrecks, and 
storms, and diving-bells ; but he knew there was 
no use begging for a story just then. It was 
much too early. I wonder why grown-up people 
never will tell children stories in the morning! 
It is of no use trying to get a story out of anyone 
before tea-time. Perhaps Miss Kirke might tell 
me something out of the " History of England " 
early, but that hardly counts as a story, does it } 

Well, Jack felt there was not a bit of use in 
asking for any old-time tale at that hour ; yet he 
did not feel inclined to sit still in the shade, and 
he was much too big to play with the shells and 
pebbles on the sea-shore, as some other children 
were doing, close by. Just a stone's throw from the 
beach, where the little waves were creeping softly 
up to the edge, and laying down a few bubbles 
P 2 
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and perhaps a bit of sea-weed on the sand, and 
then stealing softly, softly back again, as if they 
had an extra fit of goodness on them, and were 
trying how quiet they could be — the old boat lay. 
She was fastened by a bit of rope to a ring in 
a barrel, and both the boat and the barrel (which 
was anchored to the bottom of the sea), moved 
so slowly up and down that Jack felt that if he 
watched thenv steadily for five minutes he must 
have gone to sleep. 

But of course he did not want to go to sleep 
so early in the morning, and he made up his 
mind to ask his grandfather if he might take 
the boat a little way along the shore, under the 
cliffs, and look at the lobster-baskets. Jack 
meant really only to look at them, for he would 
not have put his hand into the strong wire cage 
where a lobster might be walking about, twiddling 
his long horns, and opening and shutting his great 
cruel finger and thumb — this way — for all the 
world. So his grandfather knew he could trust 
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him not to disturb the creatures, and he gave 
him leave, bidding him be very careful not to 
bump the boat against the rocks. " She's but a 
crazy old craft. Jack, at the best," he said, " and 
wants easy handling. Just paddle about where I 
can see you, and keep your weather-eye open 
for a change." I haven't an idea which was 
Jack's weather-eye, or whether it was bigger and 
brighter than the other ; but whenever Papa 
tells me a story about sailors they always have 
a "weather-eye;" so, as Jack is a real sailor, 
though only a little one, he shall have a proper 
sort of eye. 

Jack promised to do exactly as he was told, 
though he was in such a hurry to be off that he 
did not hear half the old man said. He rolled up 
his trousers as far as ever they would go, just 
like the little boy I saw the other day, getting 
into a boat ; and he walked in the sea till he got 
to the boat, and then he scrambled in. Of course 
the water was very, very shallow, for the tide 
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was out, and indeed it was hardly deep enough 
to float the boat He climbed in however, and 
baled a little drop of water out of the bottom 
with the old pannikin, and then untied the rope 
which fastened the boat to the barrel, and put his 
oars in the proper places and began to row, shout- 
ing, " All right, grand-dad ! I'll keep a sharp look- 
out for a squall, and I won't meddle wi* the cray- 
fish, I promise yer." 

The boat was terribly heavy, and though Jack 
rowed with all his strength, it was as much as ever 
he could do to keep her straight until they got 
round the point close by. He would not have 
given in, or let the boat wobble about, for all the 
world whilst his grandfather was watching him ; 
but as soon as the rocks shut him out. Jack put 
one oar under his knee, and drew the other into 
the boat altogether, and wished it was not such 
hard work to row. 

Hot ! I should think it was hot ! and as for 
any sign of a breeze, the wind seemed to have 
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gone fast asleep. Poor little Jack was nearly 
broiled. He did not care about looking in the 
lobster-pots any longer, nor about anything in 
the world, except to get cool, and have a drink 
of water. To reach such a thing, however, there 
was nothing for it but to row a little more. So 
after he had fanned himself with his old hat, and 
dabbled his hands in the sea to cool them, Jack 
took up his oars bravely, and rowed further on 
to where a little stream trickled down a cliff and 
dropped, like a pipe-stem made of shining glass, 
into the salt sea below. It was not quite such 
hard work getting on now, however, because as 
there was no one to see, Jack did not much care 
whether he rowed straight or not, so it did not 
take very long to reach the cliff and get beneath 
the little tiny stream. 

After Jack had managed to catch as much water 
as he wanted in the pannikin, he looked round 
to see whereabouts the lobster-pots were. He 
found they were a long way off on the way home. 
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and he soon made up his mind that he would rest 
a bit, and think about questions to ask his grand- 
father when story-telling time came round again. 
There was a delicious shade from the cliff, and 
as Jack sat quite still in his boat he could hear 
the drip, drip, drip of the water, falling from the 
cliff on a stone below. 

No harm could possibly come to him, for 
there wasn't a rock anywhere very near, and the 
boat herself seemed as lazy and sleepy as every- 
thing else, and quite as if she too wanted to 
rest after having been rowed over the sea. So 
Jack did just what I would have done if I'd 
been there instead of him ; he laid down at the 
bottom of the boat, rolled up his jacket and put 
it under his head, and tilted his old straw hat 
over his eyes. He did not shut his eyts how- 
ever — oh dear no ! — ^he was very particular to keep 
them wide, wide open; yet such a curious thing 
happened. If his eyes had been shut and he'd 
been asleep and dreaming, I should not have 
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wondered so much, but as I*m nearly sure they 
were open, why then it certainly was rather odd. 
The drip, drip, drop : drop, drip, drip of the 
water seemed to say things to Jack which he did 
not understand at first, but presently it spoke so 
plain he could not help hearing it whisper over 
and over again — 

** Down, down, down ! oh, come with me 
Down to the depths of the sea ! " 

"All right," said Jack, not speaking exactly, 
you know, but thinking, which did just as well. 

"Come in a shell, 
Come in a bell. 
To the pla^ we love so welL" 

" All right," said Jack again, " I'd like nothing 
better." And as he spoke he heard the sound 
of an iron chain grating and turning on a wheel, 
up somewhere so high he could not find out 
where it came from without turning round, and 
it was much too hot to do that Presently, 
besides the ugly, harsh, grating sound, he heard 
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bubble, bubble, bubble, quite close to him, and 
without disturbing himself in the least, without 
even moving his head, he could see some air- 
bubbles floating on the top of the smooth water, 
and the least little disturbance in the shiny, glassy- 
floor, which the boat seemed to be lying quite still 
upon, and right before him, with a sort of " plop," 
a diving-bell rose up out of the sea. 

Now diving-bells are very ugly things, always, 
I believe; but this one was not ugly; indeed 
it was beautiful, being made of clear white glass, 
with rows of blue stones, like mamma's ring, 
round its rim, and in fact everywhere where they 
would look pretty. It was quite a little diving- 
bell, and Jack could not see that it had anything 
to do with a chain an)rsvhere ; but it must have 
had, or how could it have been drawn up from 
the bottom of the sea } 

Instead of a place, either, for the chain to pass 
through at the top, it had a sort of short handle, 
like that on Mamma's bell, which she keeps by her 
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side when she is lying down on the sofa, and this 
handle was shaped into a head just like Mamma's 
bell. But instead of having an ugly, funny head, 
with staring eyes, and its tongue sticking out like 
that, this bell — ^Jack's diving-bell— had a lovely 
little head like an angel's, for a handle. It was 
the head of a little girl ; she seemed about as 
old as Jack ; but as she had no body at all, only 
this pretty head, one could not be quite sure 
how old she was, or even whether she were a 
tall child for her age. Of course her face must 
have been all wet, as she had just come out of the 
sea, and her hair could not possibly have been 
tidy, but must have hung in limp locks all about 
her face. But she laughed merrily, and gasped 
a little, and said, "Oh, it's so nice!" just as I do 
when I have dipped my head under a big wave. 

Jack thought to himself, " Come, grandfather 
never saw anything like this ! How jolly it'll be 
for me to tell him stories now. I wonder if he 
will want to hear them as often as I do, however ? " 
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Before he could make up his mind on this point, 
the little girl shook her head so as to get some 
of the water out of her eyes, and nose, and hair, 
and said, "Make haste, come along. How can 
you lie broiling up here? Get into the bell this 
minute, you lazy boy!" She did not say it at 
all crossly, you know, only as if she were in a 
hurry to take another dip. Jack felt as if he 
were two Jacks ; one part of him wanted to jump 
up and step into the bell — ^he could see it had 
a board across, and a little seat half-way up, 
just like the real, ugly ones — ^but the other half 
of him would not stir, would only lie there in the 
stupidest way, staring at the beautiful bell and 
its merry little head, and not saying a word or 
moving a finger. " How very provoking," thought 
poor Jack ; " she will go away in a minute, and I 
shall lose my chance of going down in a diving- 
bell, and I shall not be able to tell grand-dad a 
story after all." 

But the little girl looked hard at Jack with her 
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beautiful bright blue eyes, and I suppose she saw 
how it was, that he wanted to come with her in 
the bell, and yet could not stir, for she just gave a 
little laugh — as gentle a laugh as the waves were 
giving— and said, "Poor dear, stupid little land- 
boy. He can't get up, when he wants to; we 
must go to him, hey, bell ?" The bell must have 
said yes, though Jack did not hear anything, for 
the next minute he found himself inside it, sitting 
on the narrow ledge — which was dreadfully slip- 
pery, by the way— and holding tight on to a rope 
he saw hanging down. 

" How about my diving-suit ? " thought Jack 
uneasily, for his grandfather had made him under- 
stand very clearly that it was no use thinking of 
going down to the bottom of the sea without a 
great helmet on his head with glass windows in 
it, and tremendous heavy boots on his feet to 
keep him down when he got to the bottom, and 
he must also have air pumped down to him all 
the time, just as Papa explained to me. There 
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were none of these things, you see, not one ; 
and yet they were sinking down slowly through 
the beautiful clear water as nicely and steadily as 
possible. It was lovely to see the fishes dart 
past them, and once, when they had to pass right 
through a shoal of mackerel all glistening and 
shining in their silver suits. Jack nearly let go his 
rope because he wanted to clap his hands. It's 
lucky he didn't, though, because he would have 
tumbled off his glass bench,, and perhaps been 
drowned. As it was, he only said, "Oh my!" 
very loud, and the little girl peeped down at him, 
and said, "That's nothing; I'll show you much 
more beautiful things than that." 

By the time the diving-bell had reached the 
bottom of the sea, Jack had quite given up 
wondering why he was not drowned, or where 
all the rest of the little girl could possibly be, 
or any of the things which puzzled hipi so much. 
He was in such a hurry to get out of the diving- 
bell the minute it stopped, that although there 
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was a neat little placard inside which requested 
''passengers to keep their seats until the train 
stops," he jumped out the very moment the bell 
touched the ground. The consequence was, he 
tumbled down over a whole lot of razor shells, 
which cut him terribly, and by the time he had 
picked himself up, the little girl's head had come 
down from the top of the bell and joined itselt 
on to her body, which she must have left behind 
for convenience. He would have liked to have 
seen how she managed to fit her neck on so neatly, 
but it was altogether too late, and she was just 
clasping her coral necklace round her throat by 
the time Jack had done rubbing his knees. 

It was a wonderful place, that's very certain; 
something like an enormous cave, only the sides 
and the roof were of water instead of rock, and 
there was nice firm sand at the bottom, in which 
all sorts of curious plants, and even things like 
trees, were growing quite happily. All the crea- 
tures who were swimming about beyond the water 
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walls came close to the edge arid seemed pleased 
to see the little girl. I can't imagine how fishes 
show that they are pleased, for those I have seen 
always look so stupid and sulky, as if nothing 
could interest or amuse them — not even a story. 
These fishes contrived, however, to make Jack 
think they were pleased to see him and the little 
girl. Perhaps they wagged their tails a good deal. 
At all events there was no mistake about what 
the oysters thought, for they stood upright and 
clapped their shells loudly, and you could hear a 
sort of " hurrah " coming out of their beards — at 
least Jack could 

All this time he didn't know the little girl's 
name, so he asked her. She tossed back her long 
hair ; it was not hanging all wet about her face 
now, but spread out like sea-weed in the water, 
though they were not in the water, and said : — 

" I don't know that I have any particular name 
down here, but if you want to call me a name, call 
me * Pearl ;' that's nice and short, at all events." 
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** It's the very jolliest name I ever heard," said 
Jack, politely, " and you are the very jolliest little 
girl I ever saw." 

The oysters thought this so civil that they said 
"Hurrah!" again; and Pearl must have been 
pleased too, for she began dancing about as lightly 
as the prawns or shrimps. She darted here, and 
darted there, exactly as the fishes do, and her hair 
floated out quite straight behind her. Jack could 
only stand still and stare. Pearl called to him 
more than once, **0h, do come and dance!" but 
Jack shook his head and said nothing. 

** You have not on your heavy boots, or any of 
your diving dress," she cried ; " do, da come and 
twirl about on these delicious sands." 

*' Don't tease the boy," said a solemn old cod- 
fish, who had come to the edge of the water wall, 
and was flattening his nose against it as if it had 
been a plate-glass window ; " don't tease the boy, 
I say. Can't you keep quiet a bit, and not flip 
about like that .^" 

Q 
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" No, I can't keep quiet," shouted Pearl ; " and 
what's more, I won't. Give us a ride, old Daddy 
Sounds;" and so saying, the wild little creature 
sprang upon the back of the stately fish and began 
kicking him with her little bare heels. At first 
the old gentleman was so astonished he could only 
gasp, and open and shut his dull eyes, like this ; 
but when the oysters set up a slight giggle, he got 
seriously angry. It was no use being angry with 
Miss Pearl, though, not a bit ; she broke off a 
branch of coral which was growing near, and 
belaboured the old cod well. 

"Fins and gills!" he shrieked, **will no one 
take this little wretch away.^ I am getting quite 
out of condition already ; " and he plunged, nose 
first, right down, down to the bottom of the sea. 
Jack thought it best to remain where he was, as 
Pearl seemed well able to take care of herself, 
and by and by a veiy, pretty young Plaice came 
simpering up to the edge of the water, and, stand- 
' ing upright on her tail, dropped Jack a fascinating 
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little curtsey. She had on a snow-white frock, 
and a sort of large shawl of a brownish colour 
thrown lightly over her shoulders, of which she 
was very proud, for she turned round more than 
once to let Jack admire it. Jack thought it very 
pretty with red rosettes all spotted about it. 

" Where is Pearl ? " asked Jack. 

" I am not certain," replied the young lady, 
looking over her shoulder, to be quite sure she was 
tidy behind. " I rather think Daddy Sounds has 
taken her off to the Shark's larder ; that's where 
naughty little girls go." 

It was dreadful to see how little the Plaice cared 
what had become of Pearl, and when Jack asked 
in a trembling voice, "Will he eat her, do you 
think } " she only stared at him, and said coldly, 
*• Fm sure I don't know. It is no concern of mine,*' 
and tried to look at the back of her shawl once 
more. 

" Eh ! eh ! who talks of eating } " said a 'Red 
Mullet, saunterinfg ' lip, very smart in his uniform 
Q 2 
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of fed and silver. " Weally now, I hope there's 
some fighting to be done, for we have had such a 
long peace." 

" Peace, indeed ! " cried Miss Plaice indignantly, 
" there is not much peace wherever children are. 
It is quite impossible to dress nicely, or to keep 
one's self tidy with Pearl kicking up the sand, and 
disturbing everything. The very limpets declare 
they have not a moment to themselves, and the 
sea anemones get dreadful fits of indigestion from 
trying to eat the things she is always poking into 
their stomachs." 

" Ah, well, poor child ! if she has been taken 
to the Shark's larder she won't trouble you 
much more,''* said the Red Mullet, smoothing 
his scales complacently. " How do you like 
my new epaulettes } They are a great improve- 
ment, I think." 

Jack was so shocked at the way these fishes 
talked about Pearl, that he turned his back on 
tjiem, and stretched out his arms, crying, "Oh! 
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who will take me to my little Pearl ? I want to go* 
and help her ! " 

Just then he heard a grating sound on the sand, 
as if a boat were being drawn up on a beach, and 
looking round hastily, he saw a large Nautilus shell 
high and dry before him. The creature inside it 
seemed in a violent hurry, for it waved I don't 
know how many arms and legs all at once in* every 
direction. I don't fancy it said anything, but Jack 
understood quite well that he was to jump into the 
boat, and set off to look for Pearl. You know 
people in stories are always so much more clever 
than people who walk about and talk really— ^X. 
least, the little girls are. / never see such dear, 
sweet, clever little girls as I read about, so Jack 
Diver must also be a great deal cleverer and 
sharper than if he had been a real, sunburnt 
little fisher-boy. You may be sure in that case he 
would merely have stood still, and stared at Pearl, 
and then, very likely, run away. But as he is a 
story-boy, he must know everything directly, so he 
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jumped into the boat as quickly as a shrimp 
would have done. 

He had some idea at first of offering to help to 
row, but how could he, when the thing inside had 
oars enough to row half-a-dozen boats ? They did 
skim fast over the water, I can tell you, and pre- 
sently the Nautilus hoisted a bit of a sail. This 
was so much prettier than any sail Jack had ever 
seen, that he could not help jumping up to look, 
and nearly overset the boat. 

"Trim," waved the creature (it spoke on its 
fingers like deaf and dumb people), "trim directly, 
or we'll heel over." Jack knew what this meant, 
and so do I, for Uncle Tom told me. He had 
nothing to do but go and sit on the other side, 
and then the boat came straight again. 

" How's her head ? " spelt out Jack on his fingers, 
to show he knew the way sailors talk. 

" East and by east, quarter sou'," spelt the Nau- 
tilus back again. 
. " Make it so," answered Jack very gravely. This 
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puzzled the Nautilus, and he was not sure himself 
whether it was quite right, but at all events the 
boat dashed over the sea, and the creature lay 
well back inside the lovely shell, and rowed, and 
rowed, and rowed. 

At last they came to a most curious place. It 
was like a cave, and on the sand in front was 
scratched with a stick the word " Larder." The 
Nautilus ran the shell up on the beach in a minute, 
and flung out some more arms and legs, in a violent 
hurry, so as to steady the boat whilst Jack jumped 
out, which he did more carefully, thinking of the 
razor shells. The Nautilus made signs that it would 
wait to take Jack or Pearl, or both together, back 
again, and brandished its long arms about, as if it 
wanted to say, " Whatever you do, make haste." 

Jack turned to go, but just then a little pert- 
looking fish, with a sharp nose, sauntered up to 
him, holding its head on one side whilst it asked 
him his name and business. 

" Jack Diver's nly name, and I want Pearl." 
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** Pearl is in the Shark's larder," answered the 
long-nosed fish, quite unconcernedly. 

Now when Jack heard this he felt dreadfully 
inclined to cry, for he pictured his beautiful little 
playfellow dangling from a big hook. That was 
his idea of being in a larder, and he screwed his 
knuckles into his eyes when he thought of Pearl 
hanging up by her coral necklace or her shell 
waistband, or even perhaps by her pretty bare 
feet However, Jack was an English boy, and 
knew better already than to stand blubbering 
like a baby when there was work to be done. 
I am sorry to say his first idea was to fight the 
poor fish ; he took off his jacket, doubled his 
fists, and, shutting both eyes, rushed at the fish, 
calling out, " Come on, you coward ! what's your 
name } " 

" Pilot's my name," answered the little fish ; 
"and I don't fight. The Sword-fish will be here 
directly, and you can hit him if you like. Ex- 
cuse me, I have to go and look for my master's 
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dinner;" and he swam away, wagging his tail 
h'ke a dog. 

Jack would have liked to try to catch him, 
only at this moment he heard peal after peal of 
laughter. It sounded just like three or four little 
waves breaking together on a beach on a still 
evening, or like silver bells ringing, or anything 
you choose which sounds sweet and nice. No one 
could laugh like that except Pearl, Jack ibelieved ; 
and he was quite right, for presently the laughing 
stopped, and he heard some one call out, "Jack 
Diver! Jack! come here, I say: it's such fun;" 
and then she began to laugh again. 

" Fun in a shark's larder," thought Jack ; "what's 
her idea of fun, I wonder ^ Perhaps she likes hang- 
ing up to a hook. Well, I'd better go and see ;" 
so he crept very cautiously into the cave. There he 
saw a large ground-shark (Uncle Tom told me all 
about them yesterday) lying in very shallow water 
on his back, with his mouth wide open. Such 
a mouth! Two rows of teeth, and jaws strong 
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enough to bite me in two! But he was not 
biting Pearl — not a bit of it Pearl was standing 
close by, laughing and dancing about just as usual, 
with her pretty frock, and her coral necklace, and 
her blue eyes, and her hair streaming out like wet 
sea-weed — all exactly as Jack had seen her last. 

What do you think she was laughing at, and 
wanting Jack to laugh at, too ? The Shark catch- 
ing his dinner. Not his real, big dinner, you know, 
for then he would like a leg or an arm of some- 
body ; but just a small dinner, when he can't get 
anything else. He keeps his great wide mouth 
open, and silly, stupid little fishes who don't know, 
any better swim into his jaws, and when he has 
got enough, snap they go together, and a gulp, 
and the poor little fishes go right down his throat. 
I don't know what becomes of them t/ien ; Uncle 
Tom didn't tell me. At all events. Jack did not 
think it at all funny, and after he hid seen the 
Shark gulp once, felt he had quite enough of it, so 
he went up to Pearl, and begged her to come away. 
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He told her all about the Nautilus shell, which 
was waiting for them, and the nice kind creature 
inside. But Miss Pearl did not seem to care a 
bit ; she nodded a good-bye to the Shark, who was 
staring at Jack's fat legs in a very uncomfortable 
way, and darted out of the cave to the strijp of 
shining sand where the Nautilus boat waited. 

The moment the creature saw her, it threw out 
its arms and legs to steady the boat, thinking, of 
course, she was going to get in, but Pearl had 
quite another idea in that queer little head of hers. 
She stood still for a moment until Jack came up 
to her — for he really could not run so fast as she 
did — and then, saying in* a loud voice to the Nau- 
tilus, " We don't want you to-day — go home ! " 
took Jack's hand, asking him at the same time, 
" Are you ready ? " Jack was puffing and blowing 
from his race after Pearl, so he only nodded. The 
little girl put her feet in the first position. Jack 
did the same, and then she cried, " One, two, three, 
away ! " It was " away," indeed, for they shot 
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straight up through the water-world, through the 
forests of coral, through all the quantities and 
quantities of fishes, who got out of their way as 
quickly as possible, until they reached the waves 
at the top of the water. 

They were not big waves, but still they curled 
up a little, and Pearl lay down flat on the water, 
crossing her arms before her, and resting her 
back and head against a wave, just as if she 
were lying on a sofa. Jack imitated her as well 
as he could, and the little pair floated along like 
a couple of sea-birds. 

" Isn't this nice } " said Pearl, looking round at 
Jack. 

" Yes, indeed," Jack said, gasping and sputtering 
a little, for he could not manage his wave so 
cleverly as Pearl did ; the consequence was that 
every now and then his foam-pillow tumbled down 
upon his face, and choked him. "It's very nice 
indeed ; but where are we going ? " Jack asked 
this question because it seemed to be getting late, 
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and he was rather in a hurry to go home and 
tell his grandfather all the wonderful places he 
had been to see. 

" We are going out to look at some sharp- 
pointed rocks I know of, where we may find a 
ship or two wrecked, perhaps," Pearl said. 

" Oh, what a cruel little girl, you are ! " cried 
Jack Diver, in great distress. " Think how dread- 
ful it must be for the people if their ship is 
wrecked. That's the way I come to have only my 
old grand-dad, for my father was lost in a ship." 

"I don't see that I am a bit more cruel than 
you are ! " said Pearl, laughing merrily, and 
turning her glittering blue eyes on her com- 
panion. " Didn't you come out to look at your 
lobster-pots ? My papa was a lobster, and he 
was caught in a large basket, and I daresay you 
ate him ; yet I don't call you names, do I ? " 

" Good gracious ! " thought Jack, " this is fearful ; 
fancy playing with a lobster's child. What will 
grandfather say?" 
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He had not time to think any more about 
Pearl's parents however, for just then his feet came 
bump up against something, and the little girl 
jumped up crying, " Hurrah ! here's a fine one." 
Sure enough, there was a mast sticking up just 
out of the water. Pearl flung her arms round it, 
and, calling to Jack to follow, slipped down the 
great tall thing exactly as you have seen boys 
slide down a greasy pole. She went quite as quick 
as they do, and Jack was so afraid of being left 
behind, that he came after her as quick as light- 
ning. In a moment they were down at the bottom 
of the sea again. It was not very deep in that place, 
but deep enough to have drowned all the people 
who had been in the ship long, long ago. 

Pearl was a little bit frightened, I think, though 
she would not acknowledge it for the world, 
because she took Jack's hand and held it tight 
The two children walked all about tTie curious 
old ship„ keeping, close together. It was such a 
funny old thing ! built ages and ages ago, exactly 
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like those pictures in my history book. It had 
a high, high rail all round it, and was what Uncle 
Tom calls a " tub ; " that is, a clumsy ship. But 
the people on board wore frills round their necks, 
and rosettes on their shoes ! not a bit like our 
sailors. They were all dead, of course, and yet 
they did not look dead. They were sitting, and 
standing, and walking about, and Jack was think- 
ing seriously of speaking to them, when bump, 
they came against something else. This time 
the bump knocked Jack down, and he let go 
PearFs hand and cried "Oh!'' 

Where do you think he was } Not at the 
bottom of the sea at all, but lying flat in his 
own boat. A fresh breeze had sprung up, and 
driven Jack bang against a rock. He jumped 
up and seized the boat-hook to keep her off, fbr 
he remembered what his grandfather had said 
about the boat being so crazy. He was a handy 
little fellow, and very soon turned the boat rouiid 
into a safe place* The moment it was all Tight 
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he thought of Pearl, and called her over and over 
again. But no Pearl answered, and Jack felt so 
dreadfully hungry he did not know what to do. 
He began to row round the point and home again, 
as quick as ever he could, and as he rowed he 
remembered that Pearl had never offered him 
anything to eat. "Perhaps she meant to have 
got me some lunch out of the Shark's larder," 
he thought, *' only I did not feel hungry then, and 
if anyone had said a word about lunch, the 
Shark might have liked some , too, and I don't 
know how that would have been," continued Jack, 
rubbing his legs pensively. " Never mind, I have 
a stunning yarn to tell grand-dad." 

When Jack reached his own home agjain, his old 
grandfather said, " Where hast thou been, lad } If 
it hadn't been such a still day, Pd have fidgeted 
after thee." 

"Let's get summat to eat first, and then Pll 
tell you such a yarn, grand-dad," cried Jack. And 
so he did; he told the old man all about it, 
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beginning with the diving-bell and ending with . 
the wreck. When he came to Pearl the boy- 
could hardly think of any words pretty enough 
to describe his playfellow. But the old man 
shook his head, and said, " Idle dreams, lad ; idle 
dreams. I can't have thee playing with mermaids 
and sharks, even in thy sleep." 

"Sleep, grand-dad!*' cried Jack indignantly, "I 
never shut my eyes once. I heard the drip, drip 
of the water all the time, as plain as plain, and 
the boat was rocking like anything." 

"Well, and don't thee see that was what seat 
thee off to sleep, silly lad } Thee'st been snoring 
asleep all the morning. What about tlie lobster- 
pots } " • 

" I never went near 'em!" cried Jack; " and wot's 
more, I won't, ever again. Pearl says it is cruel, 
and so I won't do it at all." 

" Thee hast been asleep to some purpose," said 
the old man, getting up very quietly and going 
across the room to fetch a certain old strap with 
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which he sometimes corrected Jack. " This Pearl 
seems to have taught thee bad manners. Come 
here, and learn better." 

'•No, no," cried Jack, getting near the door. 
" If you hit me I won't tell you a word about 
the Shark's larder." 

But the old man did not seem to mind this 
threat at all, and the end of it was that Jack had 
to keep his wonderful yarns to himself, for his 
grandfather used to doze until the boy came to 
any of Miss Pearl's speeches, and then the old 
man would get up and go for his strap and say, 
" That was not pretty of the little miss. I must 
leather that teaching out of thee, my lad." 

It was very provoking, was it not? and some- 
times Jack wished he had never gone down to 
the bottom oi the sea with Pearl at all. 
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remembrance, what has been too frequently lost sight of that he 
was but a boy; — a boy, and yet a poet of rare power. The 
Examiner thinks this "the most complete and the purest bio- 
graphy of the poet which has yet appeared." 

Children's Garland from the Best Poets. — See 

Golden Treasury Series. 

Church (A. J.)— HOR^E TENNYSONIAN^E, Sive Eclogse 
e Tennysono Latine redditse. Cura A. J. Church, A.M. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

Latin versions of Selections from Tennyson. Among the authors 
are the Editor, the late Professor Conington, Professor Seeley, 
Dr. Hessey, Mr. Kebbel, and other gentlemen. " Of Mr. Churches 
ode we may speak in almost unqualified praise, and the same may 
be said of the contributions generally." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Clough (Arthur Hugh).— the poems and prose 

REMAINS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUG^.Q^With a 
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Clough7(Arthur Hugh) — continued. 

Selection from his Letters and a Memoir. Edited by his Wife. 
With Portrait. Two Vols. Crow^n 8vo. 2ix. Or Poems sepa- 
rately, as below. 

The late Professor Clough is well known as a graceful, tender 
poet^ and as the scholarly translator of Plutarch, The letters 
possess high interest, not biographical only, but literary — discuss- 
ing, as they do, the most important questions of the titne, always 
in a genial spirit. The *' Remains " include papers on ^^Retrench- 
ment at Oxford;'"^ on Professor F, W, Newman^ s book, ** The 
Soul;'** on Wordsworth; on the Formation of Classical English ; 
on some Modem Poems {Matthew Arnold and the late Alexander 
Smith), &^c. 6-f. " Taken as a whole," the SPECTATOR says, 
" these volumes cannot fail to be a lasting monument of one of the 
most orij'nal men of our age." " Full of charming letters from 
Rome," says the Morning Star, "from Greece, from Anurica, 
from Oxford, and from Rugby" 

THE POEMS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, sometime Fellow 
of Oriel College, Oxford. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. dr. 

" From the higher mind of cultivated, all-questioning, but still conser- 
vative England, in this our puzzled generation, we do not know 
of any utterance in literature so characteristic as the poems of 
Arthur Hugh Clough"— Fraser's Magazine. 

Clunes.— THE STORY OF PAULINE: an Autobiography. 

By G. C. Clunes. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

**Both for vivid delineation of character and fluent lucidity of style, 
* The Story of Pauline* is in the first rank of mx>dern fictiony — 
Globe. "Told with delightful vivacity, thorough appreciation of 
life, and a complete knowledge of character," — MANCHESTER 
Examiner. 

Collects of the Church of England. With a beautifully 

Coloured Floral Design to each Collect, and Illuminated Cover. 
Crown Svo. \2s. Also kept in various styles of morocco. 

In this richly embellished edition of the Church Collects, the paper is 
thick and handsome and the type large and beautiful, each Collect^ 
with a few exceptions, being printed on a separate page. The dis' 
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tinctvve characteristic of this edition is the floral design which ac- 
companies each Collect^ and which is generally emblematical of the 
character of the day or saint to which it is c^ signed ; the flowers 
which have been selected are such as are likely to be in bloom on the 
day to which the Collect belongs. Each flower is richly but taste- 
fully and naturally printed in colours^ and from the variety of 
plants selected and the faithfulness of the illustrations to nature^ 
the volume should form an instructive and interesting companion 
to all devout Christians ^ zvho are likely to find their devotions assisted 
and guided by having thus brought before tliem the flowers in their 
seasons, God's beautiful and never-failing gifts to men. The Pre- 
face explains the allusion in the case of all those illustrations which 
are intended to be emblematical of the days to which they belong, and 
the Table of Contents forms a complete botanical index, giving both 
the popular and scientific name of each plant. There are at least 
one hundred separate plants flgured, ** This is beyond question" 
the Art Journal says, ** the most beautiful book of the season." 
** Carefully, indeed livin^ly drawn and daintily coloured," says the 
Pall Mall Gazette. The Guardian thinks it ^* a successful 
attempt to associate in a natural and unforced manner the flowers 
ofourflelds and gardens with the course of the Christian year^ 

Cowper's Poetical Works. — See Globe Library. 

Cox RECOLLECTIONS OF OXFORD. By G. V. Cox, M.A., 

late Esquire Bedel and Coroner in the University of Oxford. 
Second and cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

Mr, Cox^s Recollectiofis date from the end of last century to quite 
recent times. They are full of old stories and traditions, epigrams 
and personal traits of the distinguished men who have been at 
Oxford during that period. The Times says that it ^*will 
pleasantly recall in many a country parsonage the memory oj 
youthful days." 

Dante.— DANTE'S comedy, the hell. Translated by 
W. M. RossETTi. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 5j. 

** The aim of this translation of Dante may be summed up in one 
word—Literality, To follow Dante sentence for sentence, line 
for line^ word for word — neither more nor less, has been my 
strenuous endeavour" — Author's PREFAqigitizedbyGoOQlc 
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Days of Old ; STORIES FROM old English history. 

By the Author of "Ruth and her Friends." New Edition. 
i8mo. cloth, gilt leaves. 3J'. 6^. 

The Contents of this interesting and instructive volume are^ ** Cara- 
doc and Deva," a story of British life in the first century ; 
" Wolfgan and the Earl ; or. Power" a story of Saxon Eng- 
land : and " Roland,'' a story of the Crusaders. ''Full oftruth- 
ful and charming historic pictures, is everywhere vital with moral 
and religious principles, and is written with a brightness of de- 
scription, and with a dramatic force in the representation of 
character, that have made, and will always make, it one of the 
greatest favourites with reading boys" — Nonconformist. 

De Vere.— THE INFANT BRIDAL, and other Poems. By 
Aubrey Db Vere. Fcap. 8vo. is:6d, 

** Mr. De Vere has taken his place among the poets of the day. 
Pure and tender feeling, and that polished restraint of style which 
is called classical, are the charms of the volume" — Spectator. 

Doyle (Sir F. H.) — Works by Sir Francis Hastings Doyle, 
Professor of Poetry in the University of Oxford : — 

THE RETURN OF THE GUARDS, AND OTHER POEMS. 
Fcap. 8vo. 7j. 

" Good wine needs no bush, nor good verse a preface; and Sir Francis 
Doyle's verses run bright and clear, and smack of a classic vintage. 
. . . His chief characteristic, as it is his greatest charm, is the 
simple manliness which gives force to all he writes. It is a cha- 
racteristic in these days rare enough." — Examiner. 

LECTURES ON POETRY, delivered before the University of 
Oxford in 1868. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

Three Lectures : — (i) Inaugural, in which the nature of Poetry 
is discussed; (2) Provincial Poetry ; {^ Dr. Newmat^s ''Dream 
of Gerontius." "Full of thoughtful discrimination and fine in- 
sight: the lecture on ' Provincial Poetry' seems to us singularly 
true, eloquent, and instructive." —Sv^CTATOK. "All these dis- 
sertations are marked by a scJiolarly spirit, delicate taste, and the 
discriminating powers of a trained judgtne^t"— J) l^'^^'B-y^S. 
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Dryden's Poetical Works. — See Globe Library. 
Diirer, Albrecht.— history of the life of al- 

BRECHT DURER, of Niimberg. With a Translation of his 

Letters and Journal, and some account of his Works. By Mrs. 

Charles Heaton. Royal 8vo. bevelled boards, uxtragilt. 31J. td. 

This work contains about Thirty Illustrations, ten of which are pro- 
ductions by the autotype {carbon) process^ and are printed in per- 
manent tints by Messrs. Cundall and Fleming, under licence from 
the Autotype Company , Limited ; the rest are Photographs and 
Woodcuts, 

Estelle Russell. — By the Author of "The Private Life of 

Galileo." Crown 8vo. dr. 

Full of bright pictures of French life. The English family, whose 
fortunes form the main drift of the story, reside mostly in France, but 
there are also many English characters and scenes of great interest. 
It is certainly the work of a fresh, vigorous, and most interesting 
writer, with a dash of sarcastic humour which is refreshing and 
not too bitter. ** We can send our readers to it with confidence.'''' 
— Spectator. 

Evans. — BROTHER FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND 

OTHER POEMS. By Sebastian Evans. Fcap. 8vo. doth. ds. 

"In this volume we have full assurance that he has ^ the vision and 

the faculty divine? . . . Clever and full of kindly humour^"* — 

Globe. 

Fairy Book. — The Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and 
Rendered anew by the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 
With Coloured Illustrations and Ornamental Borders by J. E. 
Rogers, Author of "Ridicula Rediviva." Crown 8vo. cloth, 
extra gilt, ds, (Golden Treasury Edition. i8mo. 4J. 6</.) 

''^ A delightful selection, in a delightful external form,^^ — Spectator. 
Here are reproduced in a new and charming dress many old 
favourites, as *^ Ilop-d -my- Thumb," *^ Cinderella," " Beauty and 
the Beast,'* '* Jack the Giant-killer," ** Tom Thumb," '' Rumpel- 
stilzchen," ^^ Jack and the Bean-stalk," ^^ Red Riding- Hood," 
** The Six Swans," and a great many others. ** A book which 
wUl prove delightful to children all the year round." — Pall Mall 
Gazette. Digitized by GoOglc 
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Fletcher.— THOUGHTS from a GIRL'S life. By Lucy 
Fletcher. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4f. 6d. 

** Sweet and earnest verses, especially addressed to girls, by one who 
can sympathise with them, and who has endeavoured to give articulate 
utterance to thevague aspirations after a better life of pious endeavour ^ 
\ which accompany the unfolding consciousness of the inner life in 

girlhood. The poems are all graceful; they are marked throughout 
by an accent of reality ; the iJwughts and emotions are genuine." — 
Athenaeum. 

Freeman (E. A., Hon. D.C.L.) — HISTORICAL 
ESSAYS. By Edward Freeman, M.A., Hon. D.C.L., late 
Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. Second Edition. 8vo. los. 6d. 

This volume contains twelve Essays selected from the author's contri- 
butions to various Reviews. The principle on which they were 
chosen was that of selecting papers which referred to comparatively 
modern times, or, at least, to the existing states and nations of 
Europe. By a sort of accident a number of the pieces chosen have 
thrown themselves into something like a continuous series bearing 
on the historical causes of the great events of 1870—71. Notes have 
been added whenever they seemed to be called for; and whenever 
he could gain in accuracy of statement or in force or clearness of 
expression, the author has freely changed, added to, or left out, 
what he originally wrote. To many of tlie Essays has been added 
a short note of the circumstances under which they were written. 
It is needless to say tJiat any product of Mr, FreematCs pen is worthy 
of attentive perusal; and it is believed that the contents of this 
volume will throw light on several subjects of great historical im- 
portance and the widest interest. The following is a list of the 
subjects:^/. *^ The Mythical and Romantic Eletnents in Early 
English History ;'' II. '' The Continuity of English History;'* 
III. ** The Relations between the Crowns of England and Scot- 
land;'' IV. "St. Thomas of Canterbury and his Biographers;" 
V. ''The Reign of Edward the Third;" VI '' The Holy Roman 
Empire;" VII. ^' The Franks and the Gauls;" VIIL ''The 
Early Sieges of Paris;" IX. " Frederick the First, King of Italy ;" 
X. "The Emperor Frederick the Second;" XL "Charles the 
Bold;" XIL "Presidential Government. "--" All of them are 
well worth reading^ and very agreeable to rea^^^^^ mever touches a 
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question without adding to our comprehension ofit, without leaving 
the impression of an ample knowledge^ a righteous purpose^ a clear 
and powerful understanding" — Saturday Review. 

Garnett.— IDYLLS and epigrams, chiefly from the Greek 
Anthology. By Richard Garnett. Fcap. 8vo. 2s, 6d. 

"A charming little book. For English readers, Mr, Gametics 
translations will open a new world of thought** — WESTMINSTER 
Review. 

Geikie. — SCENERY OF SCOTLAND, viewed in Connexion 
with its Physical Geology. By Archibald Geikie, F.R.S., 
Director of the Geological Survey of Scotland. With Illustrations 
and a New Geological Map. Crown 8vo. lar. 6d, 

* ^Before long, we doubt not, it will be one of the travelling companions 
of every cultivated tourist in ^«r<7//d!«</.'*— Edinburgh Courant. 
^^ Amusing, picturesque, and instructive ^ — TIMES. ^^ There is 
probably no one who has so thoroughly mastered the geology of 
Scotland as Mr, Geikie."— -Vaia. Mall Gazette. 

Gladstone.— JUVENTUS MUNDI. The Gods and Men of the 
Heroic Age. By the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. With Map. lOf. 6d. Second Edition. 

" This new work of Mr. Gladstone deals especially with the historic 
element in Homer, expounding that element and furnishing by its 
aid a full account of the Homeric men and the Homeric religion. 
It starts, after the introductory chapter, with a discussion of the 
several races then existing in Hellas, including the influence of the 
Phoenicians and Egyptians. It contains chapters ^^ On the Olympian 
System, with its several Deities; " **Onthe Ethics and the Polity of 
the Heroic Age ;" '' On the Geography of Homer ;" ''On the Cha- 
racters of the Poems; " presenting, in fine, a view of primitive life and 
primitive society as found in the poems of Homer. To this New 
Edition various additions have been made. ** To read these brilliant 
details," says the Athenaeum, **w like standing on the Olympian 
threshold and gazing at the ineffable brightness within, " According 
to the Westminster Review, ''it would be difficult to point out 
a book that contains so much fulness of kncnvledge along with so 
much freshness of perception and clearness of presentation^ \ 
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Globe Library. — See end of this Catalogue. 

Golden Treasury of the best Songs and Lryrical 
POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE.— See Golden 
Treasury Series. 

Golden Treasury Series. — See end of this Catalogue. 

Goldsmith's Works. — See Globe Library. 

Guesses at Truth. — By ;Two Brothers. With Vignette 
Title, and Frontispiece. New Edition, with Memoir. Fcap. 8vo. 6j. 
Also see Golden Treasury Series. 

Thise ** Guesses at Truth " are not intended to tell the reader what 
to think. They are rather meant to serve the purpose of a quarry 
in which, if one is building up his opinions for himself, and only 
wants to be provided with materials, he may meet with many 
things to suit him. 7> very many, since its publication, has this 
work proved a stimulus to earnest thought and noble action ; and 
thus, to no small extent, it is believed, has it influenced the general 
current of thinking during the last fo?^ years. It is now no 
secret that the authors were Augustus and Julius Charles 
Hare. " They — living as they did in constant and free interchange 
of thought on questions of philosophy and literature and art ; 
delighting, each of them, in the epigrammatic terseness which is the 
charm of the * Pensies * of Pascal, and the * Carctcthres * of La 
Bruyhre — agreed to utter themselves in this form, and the book 
appeared, anonymously, in two volumes, in 1827." 

Hamerton. — Works by Philip Gilbert Hamerton : — 

A PAINTER'S CAMP. Second Edition, revised. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 6j. 

Book I. In England; Book II. In Scotland; Book III. In France. 

This is the story of an Artist"* s encampments and adventures. The 
headings of a few chapters may serve to convey a notion of the 
character of the book: A Walk on the Lancashire Moors ; the 
Author his own Housekeeper and Cook; T^^s^^^^di^^^S^the 
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Hamerton— ^<w«A«««/. 

Highlands; The Author encamps on an uninhabited Island ; A 
Lake Voyage; A Gipsy Journey to GUncoe ; Concerning Moon- 
light and Old Castles ; A little French City ; A Farm in the 
Autunois, drv. &»c. " These pages, written with infinite spirit and 
humour, bring into close rooms, bach upon tired heads, the breexy 
airs of Lancashire moors and Highland lochs, with <J freshness 
which no recent novelist has succeeded in preserving,''^ — NONCON- 
FORMIST. ** His pages sparkle with many turns of expression, 
not a few well-told anecdotes, and many observations which are the 
fruit of attentive study and wise reflection on the complicated phe- 
nomena of human life, as well as of unconscious nature^* — WEST- 
MINSTER Review. 

ETCHING AND ETCHERS. A Treatise Critical and Practical. 
With Original Plates by Rembrandt, Callot, Dujardin, 
Paul Potter, &c. Royal 8vo. Half morocco. 31^. dd. 

** The work is one which deserves to be consulted by every intelli- 
gent admirer of the fine arts, whether he is an etcher or not," — 
Guardian. 

** Itis not often we get anything like the combined intellectual and 
cesthetic treat which is supplied us by Mr. Hamerton^s ably written 
and handsome volume. It is a work of which author, printer, and 
publisher may alike feel proud. It is a work, too, of which none 
but a genuine artist could by possibility liave been the author.** — 
Saturday Review. 



Hervey. — Works by Rosamond Hervey :— 

THE AARBERGS. Two vols. Crown 8vo. cloth. 21s. 

** All who can relish the more delicate flavour of thoughtfulness and 
sentiment enriching the quiet tone of common life will accept Tvith 
gratitude a story so refined and wholesome."— GjJA.KDiAi!(. **A 
singularly pleasant book."— T>AILY News. 

DUKE ERNEST, a Tragedy ; and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 
* * Conceived in pure taste and true historic feeling, and presented with 
much dramatic force, .... Thoroughly original." — British 
Quarterly. ^ , 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 
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Higginson. — MALBONE: An Oldport Romance. By T. W. 
HiGGiNSON. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

This is a story of American life, so told as to be interesting and 
instructive to all Engiisk readers. The Daily News says : 
** Who likes a quiet story, full of mature thought, of clear 
humorous surprises, of artistic studious design? * Malbone* is 
a rare work, possessing these characteristics, and replete, too, with 
honest lUerary effort,"** 

Home. — BLANCHE LISLE, and other Poems. By Cecil 
Home. Fcap. 8vo. ^r. 6^. 

Hood (Tom).— THE pleasant tale of puss and 

ROBIN AND THEIR FRIENDS, KITTY AND BOB. 
Told in Pictures by L. Frolich, and in Rhymes by ToM Hood. 
Crown 8vo. gilt, y, 6d. 

This is a pleasant little tale of wee Bob and his Sister^ and their 
attempts to rescue poor Robin from the cruel claws of Pussy, It 
will be intelligible and interesting to the meanest capacity, and is 
illustrated by thirteen graphic cuts drawn by Frolich, " The 
volume is prettily got up, attd is sure to be a favourite in the nursery. " 
— Scotsman. * * Herr Frolich has outdone himself in his pictures 
of this dramatic chase.'' — Morning Post. 

Jebb.— THE CHARACTERS OF THEOPHRASTUS. An 
English Translation from a Revised Text. With Introduction and 
Notes. By R. C. Jebb, M.A., Fellow and Assistant Tutor of 
Trinity College, Cambridge, and Public Orator of the University. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

The first object of this book is to make these lively pictures of old 
Greek manners better known to English readers. But as the Editor 
and Translator has been at considerable pains to proatre a reliable 
text, and has recorded the results of his critical labours in a lengthy 
Introduction, in Notes and Appendices, it is hoped that the work 
loill prove of value even to thg scholar, " We must not omit to give 
due honour to Mr, Jdfb's translation, which is as good as trans* 
lotion can be, . , , Not less commendable are the execution of the 
Notes and the critical handling of the /^/."—SPECTATOR. " Mr, 
Jebl^s little volume is more easily taken up than laid dawn.'' — 
Guardian. ^ I 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 
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Jest Book. — By Mark Lemon.— See Golden Treasury 
Series. 

Reary (A.) — Works by Miss A. Keary :— 

JANETS HOME. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. 2J. td, 

*^ Never did a more charming family appear upon the canvas ; and 
most skilfully and felicitously have their characters been portrayed. 
Each individual of the fireside is a finished poriraity distinct and 
lifelike, . . . The future before her as a novelist is thai of becoming- 
the Miss Austin of her genercUion, " — SuN. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. Globe 8vo. 2s, ed, 

**Full of wisdom and goodness, simple, truthful, and artistic. , . It 
is capital as a story; better still in its pure tone and wholesome 
influence, " — Globe. 

OLDBURY. Three vols. Crown 8vo. 31J. 6d. 

**This is a very powerfully written story,'*'* — Globe. **This is a 
really excellent novel,"— lisiXiSTViKTYH London News. *' The 
sketches of society in Oldbury are excellent. The pictures of child 
life are full of truth,''* — Westminster Review. 

Keary (A. and E.) — Works by A. and E. Keary i— 

THE LITTLE WANDERLIN, and other Fairy Tales. iSmo. 
Zs, 6d. 

" 7%/ tales are fanciful ana well written, and they are sure to win 
favour amongst little readers." — Athenaeum. 

THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Tales from Scandinavian My- 
thology. New and Revised Edition, illustrated by Huard. Extra 
fcap. 8vo. 4f. 6^. 

** Told in a light and amusing style, which, in its drollery and 
qumntness, reminds us of our old favourite Grimm." — Times. 

Kingsley. — Works by the Rev. Charles Kingsley, M.A., 
Rector of Eversley, and Canon of Chester : — 

Mr, Canon Kingsley* s novels, most -will admit, have not only com- 
manded for themselves a foremost place in literoture^Q^^^tic 
B 
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Kingsley {Cy^oiumued. 

productions of a high class^ but have exercised upon the age an 
incalculable influence in the direction of tht, highest Christian 
manliness, Mr. Kingsley has done more perhaps than almost any 
other writer officHon to fashion the generation into whose Jmnds the 
destinies of the world are now being committed. His works will 
•therefore be read, by all who wish to have their hearts cheered and 
their souls stirred to noble endeavour ; they must be read by all 
who wish to know the influences which moulded the. men of this 
century. 

"WESTWARD HO!" or. The Voyages and Adventufes of 
Sir Amyas Leigh. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 
No other work conveys a more vivid idea of the surging, adventurous ^ 
nobly inquisitive spirit of the generations which immediately foU 
lowed the Reformation in England, The daring deeds of the 
Elizabethan heroes are told with a freshness, an enthusiasmy and a 
truthfulness that can belong only to one who wishes he had been 
their leader. His descriptions of the luxuriant scenery of the then 
new-found Western land are acknowledged to be unmatched, 
Fraser's Magazine calls it *^ almost the best historical novel of 
the day." 

TWO YEARS AGO. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. '6s. 

" Jify, Kingsley has provided us all along with such pleasant diversions 
— such rich and brightly tinted glimpses of natural history,, such 
suggestive remarks on mankind, society, and all sorts of topics, 
tJiat amidst the pleasure of the way, the circuit to be made ivill be by 
most forgotten.''— GVAKDlkif. 

HYPATIA ; or, New Foes with an Old Face. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6j. 

The work is from beginning to end a series of Jascinating pictures 
of strange phases of that strange primitive society ; and no finer 
portrait has yet been given oj the noble-minded lady who was 
faithful to martyrdom in her attachment to the classical creeds. 
No work affords a clearer notion of the many interesting problems 
which agitated the minds of men in those days, and which, in 
various phases, are again coming up for discussion at the present 

^'^^* Digitized by GoOglC 
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HEREWARD THE WAKE-LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 
Crown 8vo. 6^. 

Mr, Kingsley here tells the story of the final conflict of the two 
races f Saxons and Normans^ as if he himself hcui borne afof^fi/trit. 
While as a work of fiction ^* ffereuoard** coMnot fail to delight all 
reader 5^ no better supplement to the dry history of the time could be 
put into the hands of the youngs containing as it does so vivid a 
picture of the social. and poHHcal life of the periods 

YEAST: A Prablewu FifOv Edition. CuownSvo. 5^. 

In this production the author' shews ^ in an interesting dramatic form^ 
the state of fermentation in which the minds of many earnest 
men are with regard to some of the most important religious and 
social problems of the day, 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition.. With a^NewPretwae. Crown 8vo. 

This novd^ which shows forth the emls arising from modern '^castCj^ 
has done much to remove the unnatural barriers which existed 
between the various classes of society^ and to establish a sympathy to 
some extent between the higher and lower grades of the social sccde, 
TJwugh written with a purpose^ it is full of character and interest; 
the author showsy to quote the Spectator, "what it is that con- 
stitutes the true Christian^ Godfearing^ man-living gentliman," 

AT LAST : A CHRISTMAS IN THE WEST INDIES. With 
numerous Illustrations. Second said Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. I Of. 6d, 

Mr, Kingsle^s dream of forty years was at last fulfilled^ vihen 
he started on a Christmas expedition to the West Indies^ for the 
purpose of becoming personally acquainted with the scenes which 
he has so mindly described in ** Westward h4f !^^ **/n this booh 
Mr. Kingsley revels in the gorgeous wealth of West Indian vegeta^ 
tion, bringifig before us one marvel after another , alternately sating 
and piquing our curiosity. Whether we climb the cliffs with him, 
or peer over into narrow bays which are being hollowed out by the 
trade-surf or wander through impenetrable forests^ where the tops 
of the trees form a green cloud overhead, or gaze down glens which 
B 2 
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are watered by the clearest brooks, running through masses of palm 
and banana and all the rich variety of foliage, we are equally 
ddighted and amazed."** — ATHENiEUM. 

THE WATER BABIES. A Faiiy Tale for a Land Baby. New 
Edition, with additional Illustrations by Sir Noel Paton, R.S.A., 
and P. Skelton. Crown 8vo. doth extra gilt. 5j. 

**In fun, in humour, and in innocent imagination, as a child's 
book we cb not know its \equcd,** — London Review. ^^ Mr, 
Kingsley must have the credit of revealing to us a new order of life, 
, , . There is in the * Water Babies * an abundance of wit, fun, 
good humour, geniality, ^lan, go.*' — Times. 

THE HEROES; or, Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. With 
Coloured Illustrations. New Edition. i8mo. 4f. 6rfl 

** IVe do not think these heroic stories have ever been more attreU' 
lively told. . . . There is a deep under-current of religious feeling 
traceable throughout its pages which is sure to influence young 
readers powerfully y—'Ui^TiQYk Review. ** One of the children's 
books that will surely become a ^/<fWJiif."— NONCONFORMIST. 

PHAETHON ; or, Loose Thoughts for Loose Thinkers. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 2j. 

" The dialogue of *Phaethon' has striking beauties, and its sugges- 
tions may meet halfway many a latent doubt, and, like a light 
breeze, lift from the soul clouds that are gathering heavily, and 
threatening to settle down in misty gloom on the summer of many 
a fair and promising young life," — Spectator. 

POEMS ; including The Saint's Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, 
Ballads, etc Complete Collected Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. dr. 

Canon Kingsle^s poetical works have gained for their author, 
independently of his other works, a high and enduring place 
in literature^ and are much sought after. The publishers have 
here collected the whole of them in a moderately^priced and handy 
volume. The Spectator calls " Andromeda " " the finest piece 
of English hexameter verse that has ever been written. It is a 
volume which many readers will be glad lo possess^'' Q^qqqI^ 
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Kingsley (H.) — Works by Henry Kingsley : — 

TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated. With Eight ftdl-pagc 
Illustrations by Huard. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. doth, 
extra gilt. Sj. 

In this volume Mr. Henry Kingsley re-narrates, at the same time 
preserving much of the quaintness of the original, some of the most 
fascinating tales of travel contained in the collections of Hakluyt 
and others. The Contents are:— Marco Polo ; The Shipwreck 
of Pelsart; The Wonderful Adventures of Andrew Battel ; The 
Wanderings of a Capuchin; Peter Carder; The Preservation of 
the " Terra Nova f^ Spitsbergen; jy ErmenonvilU s Acclimattsa" 
tion Adventure; The Old Slave Trade; Miles Philips; The 
Sufferings of Robert Everard ; John Fox ; Alvaro Nunez; The 
Foundation of an Empire, *^We know no better book for those 
who want knowledge or seek to refresh it. As for the ' sensational^ ' 
most novels are tame compared with these narratives,^* — ^Athe- 
NiEUM. ' ' Exactly the book to interest and to do good to intelligent 
and high-spirited boys" — Literary Chijrchman. 

THE LOST CHILD. With Eight Illustrations by Froligh. 
Crown 4to. cloth gilt. 3^. 6d. 

This is an interesting story of a little boy, the son of an Australum 
shepherd and his wife, who lost himself in the bush, and who was, 
after much searching, found dead far up a mountain-side. It 
contains many illustrations from the well-known pencil of FrolicK 
** A pathetic story, and told so as to give children an interest in 
Australian ways and scenery, "- Globe. * * Very charmingly and 
very touckingly told:' — Saturday Review. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen. — Works by E. H. Knatchbull- 
Hugessen, M.P. : — 

Mr, KncUchbull-Hugessen hcu won for himself a reputation as an 
inimitable teller of fairy-tales, " His powers,** says the Times, 
**are of a very high order ; light and brilliant narrative flows 
from his pen, and is fed by an invention as graceful as it is inex^ 
haustibU:* " Children reading his stories,** the Scotsman says^ 
" or hearing them read, will have their minds refreshed and imn^ 
gorated as much as their bodies would be by abundaimce of fresh 
air and exercise,** Digitized by CjOOglC 
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Knatchbull- Hugessen— '^''AA^M^. 

STORIES FOR MY CHILDREN. With lUustrations. Third 
'Edition. Extra foap. 8vo. 5^. 

" The stories are charming^ and full of life anajun.^* — Standard. 
*' The author has an inuigination as fanciful as Grimm himself 
while some of his stories are superior to anything that^Hans Chris- 
tian Andersen has zoni^t^. "-^Nonconformist. 

•CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With lUustra- 
tions by Jellicoe and Elwes. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 5j. 
** ^ fascinating little volume, which will make him friends in every 
household in which there are children."-^'DAiLY News. 

MOONSHINE: Fairy Tales. With Illustrations by W. Brunton. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. 5j. 

Meretuillbefound^^ an Ogre, a Dwarf a Wizard, quantities of Elves 
and Fairies, and several animals who speak like mortal men and 
women, " There are twelve stories and nine irresistible illustrations. 
** A volume of fairy tales, written not only for ungrown children, 
but for bigger, and if you are nearly worn out, or sick, or sorry, 
you will find it good reading. "^-Graphic. ' * * The most charming 
volume of fairy tales which we have ever read. . . . IVe. cannot 
quit this very pleasant book without a word of praise to its illus- 
trator, Mr, Brunton from first to last has done admir-ably.^' — 
Times. 

La Lyre Francaise. — See Golden Treasury Series. 

Latham.— SERTUM SHAKSPERIANUM, Subnexis aliquot 
aliunde excerptis floribus. Latine reddidit Rev. H. Lathasi, 
M.A. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

Besides versions pf Shakespeare, this volume contains, amov^g other 
pieces, Gray's ''Elegy,'' CanppbelVs '' Hohenlinden," Wolfe's 
" Burial of Sir John Moore,^^ and selections from Cowper and 
Georg£ Herbert, 

Lexnon.— THE legends of number nip. By Mark 
Lbmom. With Uhtetrations by C. Keene. New Edition. Extra 

fcap. 8V0. 2J. 6^. Digitized by Google 
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Life and Times of Conrad the Squirrel. A Story 

for ChUdren. By the Author of "Wandering Willie," '♦Effie's 
Friends," &c. With a Frontispiece by R. Farren. Crown 8vo, 

It is sufficient to commend this story of a Squirrel to the attention 0/ 
readers J that it is by the author 0/ the beautiful stories qf '*fVaf9»% 
dering Willie*^ and "-^Effi^s Friends.^* It is well calculated to 
make children take an intelligeMt and tender interest in the lMO» 
animals. 

Lrittle £ Stella, and other Fairy Tales for the Young. Royal 
i6mo. 3J. 6d. 

*"* This is a. fine story, and we thank hiauen for not being too wise^ 
enjoy it" — DAILY News. 

Little Lucy's Wonderful Globe.— See Vonge, C m. 

Lowell.— AMONG MY BOOKS. Six Essays. Dryden— Witch- 
craft — Shakespeare once More — New England Two Centuries Ago 
— Lessing — Rousseau and the Sentimentalists. Crown 8vo. 'js. 6d. 

** IVe may safely say the volume is one of which our chief complaint 
must be that there is not more of it. There are good sense and lively 
feeling forcibly and tersely expressid in every page of his writing.'* 
—Pall Mall Gazette. 

Lyttelton. — ^Works by Lord Lyttelton :— 

THE "COMUS" OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

THE "SAMSON AGONISTES" OF MILTON, rendered into 
Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6r. 6d. 

*^ Classical in spirit, full of force, and true to the original.'* 
— Guardian. 

Macmillan's Magazine. — Published Monthly. Price IS. 
Volumes I. to XXV. are now ready. 7^. 6d. each. 

Macquoid. — ^PATTY. By Kathbrine S. Macquoid. Two 

vols. Crown 8V0. 21s. DgtrzedbyGoOglC 
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Tfie ATHENiEUM *^ congratulates Mrs, Mcuquoid on having made 
a great step since the publication of her last novel" and says 
this ** is a grace/ul and eminently readadle story." The Globe 
considers it ** well<vritten, amusing, and interesting, and has the 
merit of being out of the ordinary run of novels" 

*Malbone. — See Higginson. 

Marlitt (E.)— THE COUNTESS GISELA. Translated from 
the German of E. Marlitt. Crown 8vo. *js. 6d, 
** A very beautiful story of German country life," — Literary 
Churchman. 

Masson (Professor). — Works by David Masson, M.A., 
Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University 
of Edinburgh. (See also Biographical and Philosophical 
Catalogues.) 

JESSAYS, BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL. Chiefly on the 
British Poets. 8yo. I2^. 6^. 

•** Distinguished by a remarkable power of analysis, a clear state- 
ment of the actual facts on which speculation is based, and an 
^appropriate beauty of language. These Essays should be popular 
■with serious men,^^ — ATHENiEUM. 

BRITISH NOVELISTS AND THEIR STYLES. Being a Critical 
Sketch of the History of British Prose Fiction. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6^. 

" Valuable for its lucid analysis of fundamental principles, its breadth 
of view, and sustained animation of style," — Spectator. ^* Mr, 
Masson sets before us with a bewitching ease and clearness which 
nothing but a perfect mastery of his subject could have rendered 
possible, a large body of both deep and sound discriminative criticism 

on all the most memorable of our British novelists His 

brilliant and instructive book," — ^JOHN Bull. 

Merivale.— KEATS* Hyperion, rendered into Latin Verse. 
By C. Merivale, B.D. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
3J. (}d, 

Milher. the lily of LUMLEY. By Edith Milner. 

Crown 8vo. 7s. 6^. Digitized by Google 
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** The novel is a good one and decidedly worth the reading.** — 
Examiner. ^' A pretty, brightly^oritten stofy," — L.iTEBJiRY 
Churchman. *'j4 tale possessing the deepest interest,**— Gov rt 
Journal. 

Mistral (F.) — MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence. Trans- 
lated by H. Crichton. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6j. 
" // would be hard to overpraise the sweetness and pleasing freshness 
of this charming epic,** — ATHENiEUM. ^* A' good translation of 
a poem that deserves to be known by all students of literature and 
friends of old-world simplicity in story'telling" — Noncon- 
formist. 

Brown, M.P.— MR. pisistratus brown, m.p., in 

THE HIGHLANDS. Reprinted from the Daily News, with 
Additions. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

These papers appeared at intervals in the Daily News during 
the summer of iSji, They narrate in light and jocular style 
the adventures **by flood and field** of Mr, Brown, M.P. and 
his friend in their tour through the West Highlands, and will be 
found well culapted to while away a pleasant hour either by the 
winter fireside or during a summer holiday. 

Mrs. Jerningham's Journal. A Poem purporting to be the 

Journal of a newly-married Lady. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 

3J. (}d. 

** It is nearly a perfect gem. We have had nothing so good for a 
hng tiine, and those who neglect to read it are neglecting one of 
the jewels of contemporary Aw/^ry."— EDINBURGH Daily Re- 
view. " One quality in the piece, sufficient of itself to claim a 
moment's attention, is that it is unique-roriginal, indeed, is not too 
strong a word — in the manner of its conception and execution.** 
-t-Pall Mall Gazette. 

Mitford (A. B,)— TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A. B. 
MiTFORD, Second Secretary to the British Legation in Japan. 
With Illustrations drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists. 
Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 21J. 

The old Japanese civilization is fast disappearing, and will, in a 
fnu years, be completely extinct. It was important, therefor^m 
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preserve as far as possible trustworthy records of a state of society 
vyhichj although venerable from its antiquity ^ has for Europeans 
the charm of novelty ; hence the series of narratives and legends 
translated by Mr, Mitford, and in which the Japanese are very 
judiciously left to tell their own tale. The two volumes comprise 
not only stories and episodes illustrative of Asiatic superstitions^ 
but also three sermons. The Preface^ Appendices^ and Notes explain 
a numJ>er of local peculiarities ; the thirty-one woodcuts are the 
genuine work of a native artist ^ who^ unconsciously of course^ has 
adopted the process first introduced by the early Germcm masters. 
**They will always be interesting as memorials of a most exceptional 
society ; while, regarded simply as tales, they are sparkling, seftsa- 
tional, and dramatic, and the originality of their ideas and the 
quaintness of their language give them a most captivating piquancy. 
The illustrations are extremely interesting, and for the curious in 
stick matters have a special and particular value,*"* — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Morte d'Arthur, — See Globe Library. 

Myers (Ernest). — ^THE PURITANS. By Ernest Myers. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth. Zs, 6d. 

** It is not too much to call it a really grand poem, stately and dig" 
nifed, and showing not only a high poetic mind, but also great 
power over poetic expression,^' — Literary Churchman. 

Myers (F. W. H.)— POEMS. ByF. W. H. Myers. Con- 
.taining "St. Paul," "St. John," and others. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
4r. 6d, 

"It is rare to find a writer who cotnbines to such an extent the faculty 
of communicating feelings with the faculty of euphonious expres- 
sion." — Spectator. " * 5"/. Paul ' stands without a rival as the 
noblest religious poem which has been written in an age which 
beyond any other has been prolific in this class of poetry. The sub- 
limest conceptions are expressed in language which, for richness, 
taste, and purity, we haate never seen excelled,'* — John Bull. 

Nine Years Old.— By the Author of "St Olave's," "When I 
.was a Little Girl," &c. Illustrated by Frolich. Second Edition. 
Extra^fcap. Svo. cloth gUt. 4^. 6^. ^^^ by GoOglc 
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It is believed that this story ^ by the favourably known author of 
" St. Olav^Sf* will be found both highly interesting and instructive 
to the young. The volume contains eight graphic illustrations by 
■Mr. L. Frolich, The Examiner says: ** Whether the readers 
are nine years old, or twice, or seven times as old, they must enjoy 
this pretty volume." 

Noel.— BEATRICE, AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon. 
RoD£N Noel. Fcap. Svo. .6x. 

**//if impossible to read the poem through without being powerfully 
moved. There are passages in it which for intensity and tender- 
ness, clear and vivid vision, spontaneous and delicate sympat/^y, 
may be compared with the best efforts of our best living writers P 
— Spectator. ** It is long since we have seen a volume of poems 
which has seemed to us so full of the real stuff of which we are 
made, and uttering so freely the deepest wants of this complicated 
age." — British Quarterly. 

Norton. — Works by the Hon. Mrs. Norton : — 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE. With Vignette and Frontispiece. 
New Edition. Fcap. Svo. ^. 6d. 

**A poem entirely unaffected, perfectly original, so true and yet so 
fanciful, so strong and yet so womanly, with painting so exquisite, 
a pure portraiture of the highest affections and the deeepest sorrows, 
and instilling a lesson true, simple, and sublime." — Dublin 
University Magazine. • * Full of thought well expressed, and 
may be classed among her best efforts."'--'TuA^s. 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. Cheap Edition. Globe Svo. 2J. 6d. 
** This varied and lively novel-^this clever novel so full of character, 
and of fine incidental remark." — Scotsman. ** One of the 
^pleasantest cmdkeaUbiest stents iff modem fiction." — Globe. 

Oliphant. — Works by Mrs. Oliphant : — 
AGNES H0PET0UN!S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New 
Edition with Illustrations. Royal i6mo. gilt leaves. .4X. 6^. 

** There are few books of late years more fitted to touch the heart, 
purify the feeling, and quicken and sustain right principles." — 
.Nonconformist. * * A more gracefully written story it is impos- 
sible to desire." ^Vaily News. Digitized by GoOglc 
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Oliphant — continued. 
A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

^^ It is a very different work from the ordinary run of novels. 
The whole life of a man is portrayed in it, worked out with subtlety 
and insight.'' — ATHENiEUM. " With entire freedom from any 
sensational plot, there is enough of incident to give keen interest to 
the narrative, and make us feel as we read it that we have been 
spending a few hours with friends who will make our own lives 
better by their own noble purposes and holy living J' — British 
Quarterly Review. 

Our Year. A Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author 
of "John Halifax, Gentleman." Illustrated by Clarence 
DOBELL. Royal i6mo. y. 6d. 

**Itis just the book we could wish to see in the hands of every child." 
—English Churchman. 

Olrig Grange. Edited by Hermann Kunst, Philol. Professor. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6j. 6d. 

This is a poem in six parts, each the utterance" of a distinct person. It 
is the story of a young Scotchman of noble aims designed for the 
ministry, but who ^* rent the Creed trying to fit it on," who goes to 
London to seek fame and fortune in literature^ and who returns de- 
feated to his old home in the north to die. The North British 
Daily Mail, in reviewing the work, speaks of it as affording 
" abounding evidence of genial and generaiive faculty working in self 
decreed modes. A masterly and original power of impression, pour- 
ing itself forth in clear, sweet, strong rhythm, . . . Easy to cull, 
remarkable instances of thrilling fervour, of glowing delicacy, of 
scathing and trenchant scorn, to point out the fine and firm discri- 
mination of character which prevails throughout, to dwell upon the 
ethical power and psychological truth which are exhibited, to note the 
skill 7vith which the diverse parts of the poem are set in organic 
relation. . . .It is a fine poem, full of life, of music, and of clear 
vision." 

Oxford Spectator, the. — Reprinted. Extra fcap. 8vo. y. 6</. 

These papers, after the manner of Addison^ s ** Spectator," appeared 
in Oxford from Novetnber 1867 to December 1%^%^- at intervals 

Digitized by vIjOC 
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varying from two days to a week. They attempt to sketch several 
features of Oxford life from an undergradtmti s point of 2new, and 
to give modem readings of books which undergradttates study, 
^' There is," the Saturday Review says, ^' ail the old fun, the 
old sense of social ease and brightness and freedom, the old medley 
of work and indolence, of jest and earnest, that made Oxford life 
so picturesque," 

Palgrave. — ^Works by Francis Turner Palgrave, M.A., late 
Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford :— 

ESSAYS ON ART. Extra fcap. 8vo. dr. 

Mulready — Dyce—Holman Hunt^Herbert^Poetry^ Prose, andSen* 
sationalismin Art — Sculpture in England — The Albert Cross, &*c^ 
Most of these Essays have appeared in the Saturday Review 
and dsewhere : but they have been minutely revised, and in some 
cases almost re-writtett, with the aim mainly of excluding matters 0/ 
temporary interest, and softening down all asperities of censure. 
The main object of the book is, by examples taken chiefly from the 
works of contemporaries, to illustrate the truths, thcU art has fixed 
principles, of which any one may attain the knowledge who is not 
wanting in natural taste. Art, like poetry, is addressed to the 
world at large, not to a special jury of professional masters, ** In 
many respects the truest critic w^A<zz/^."— Literary Churchman. 

THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH 
GRANGE. A Book for Children. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hughes and Engraved Title-page by Jeens. Small 4to. cloth 
extra, dr. 

^^ If you want a really good book for both sexes and all ages, buy 
this, as handsome a volume of tales as youHl find in all the 
market, " — Athenaeum. * * Exquisite both inform and substance, " 
—Guardian. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

**A volume of pure quiet verse, sparkling with tender melodies, and 
alive with thoughts of genuine poetry, , , . Turn where we will 
throughout the volume, we find traces of beauty, tenderness, and 
truth ; truepoeCs work, touched and refined by t/ie master-hand of 
a real artist, who shows his genius even in trifles" — S 
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ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged, iSmo. ix. 6d, 

" So choke, so perfect, and so refined, so tender in feelings and so 
scholarly in expression, that we look with special interest to every- 
thing that he gives us,*' ^^iTs.RASiY Churchman. 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. 
Edited by F. T. Palgrave. See Golden Treasury Series. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T. 
Palgrave. Genl Edition. With Vignette Title by Je ens. y,6d. 

** For minute elegance no volume could possibly excel the * Gem 
Edition: "—Scotsman, 

Palmer's Book of Praise.— See Golden treasury 
Series. 

Parables.— TWELVE parables of our lord, iuus- 

tiated in Colours from Sketches taken in the East by McEniry, 
with Frontispiece from a Picture by JohnJellicoe, and Illumi- 
nated Texts and Borders. Royal 4to. in Ornamental Binding. i6j. 

The Scotsman calls this **one of the most superb books of the 
season^' The richly and tastefully illuminated borders are from 
the Brevario Grimani, in St, MarMs Library, Venice, The 
Times calls it *^one of the, most beautiful of modern pictorial 
works ;** while the Graphic says "nothing in this stylcy so good, 
has ever before been published:* 

Patmore.— THE angel in the house. By Coventry 
Patmore. 

Book I. The Betrothal ; Book IL The Espousals ; Book III. 
Faithful for Ever, The Victories of Love, Tamerton Church 
Tower, Two Vols. Fcap. 8vo. I2s. 

" A style combining much of the homeliness of Crabbe, with sweeter 
music and a far higher range of thought:"* — .Times. "Its merit' 
is more than sufficient to account for its success. ... In its manly 
and healthy cheer, the * Angel in the House* is an effectual protest 
against the morbid poetry of the «^^. "—Edinburgh Review. 
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*' We think his * Angel in the House * would be a good wedding>-gift 
to a bridegroom from his friends; though^ whenever it is read with 
a right view of its aim, we believe it will be found itself more or 
less, of an angel in the house." — Fraser*s Magazine. 

\* A New and Cheap Edition in One Vol. \%mo,, beautifully 
printed on totted paper, price 2s, 6d, 

Pember. — ^THE tragedy of LESBOS. a Dramatic Poem. 
By E. H Pember. Fcap. 8vo. 4J. 6d, 

Founded upon the story of Sappho. * ^He tells his story with dramatic 
force, and in language that often rises almost to grandeur." — 
ATHENiCUM. 

Poole.— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 
OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. Poole. New and Cheaper 
Edition. With Frontispiece by R. Farren. Cirown 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

" Charming stories of peasant life, written in something of George 
Eliofs style, . . . Her stories could not be other than t/iey are, as 
literal as truth, as romantic as fiction, full of pathetic touches 
and strokes of genuine humour, . . . All the. stories are studies 
of actual life, executed with no mean art,*^— 'Times. 

Pope's Poetical Works. — See Globe Library. 

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the French 

of E. Van Bruyssel. Edited by the Author of "The Heir of 
Redclyffe." With Illustrations by Becker. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. 6s. 

*' This is not a regular book of natural history, but a description of 
all the living creatures that came and went in a summer's day 
beneath an old pear tree, observed by eyes that had for the nonce 
become microscopic, recorded by a pen that finds dramas in aery- 
things and illustrated by a dainty pencil. . . , We can liardly 
fancy anyone with a moderate turn for the curiosities of insect 
life, or for delicate French esprit, not being taken by these clever 
sketches. " — GUARDIAN. ^*A whimsical and charming little book. ** 
— Athen<«um. r" ^ ^ r^T ^ 
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Portfolio of Cabinet Pictures. — obibng folio, price 42^. 

T'his is a handsonu portfolio containing faithfully executed and 
beautifully coloured reproductions of five well-known pictures : — 
" Childe Harold's Pilgrimage'* and " The Fighting Thniraire^'' 
by J. M. W. Turner; «' CrosHng the Bridge,'' by Sir W, A, 
CallcoU; '* The Cornfield," by John Constable; and ^^ A Land- 
scape'' by Birket Foster. The Daily News savs of them, 
" They are very beautifully executed, and might be framed and 
hung up on the wall, as creditable substitutes for the originals." 

Raphael of Urbino and his Father Giovanni 

SANTI.— By J. D. Passavant, formerly Director of the 
Museum at Frankfort. Illustrated. Royal 8vo. cloth gilt, gilt 
edges. 3 1 J. 6^. 

To the enlarged French edition of Herr Passavant' s Life of Raphael, 
that painter's admirers have turned whenever they have sought for 
information ; and it will doubtless remain for many years the best 
book of reference on all questions pertaining to the great painter. 
The present work consists of a translation of those parts of Passa- 
vanfs volumes which are most likely to interest the general reader. 
Besides a complete life of Raphael it contains the valuable descrip- 
tions of all his known * paintings, and the Chronological Index, 
which is of so much service to amateurs who wish to study tJie pro- 
gressive character of his works. The illustrcttions, twenty in 
number, by Woodbury s new permanent process of photography, 
are from the finest engravings that could be procured, and have been 
chosen with the intention of giving examples of Raphad's various 
styles of painting. " There will be found in the volume almost ail 
that the ordinary student or critic would require to learn." — Art 
Journal. ^^ It is most beautifully and profusely illustrated'' — 
Saturday Review. 

Realmah. — By the Author of " Friends in Council." Crown 8vo. 
ts. 

Rhoades.—i-POEMS. By James Rhoades. Fcap. Svo. 4J. td. 

Contents :—(?</<? to Harmony ; To the Spirit of Unrest; Ode to 

Winter; The Tunnel ; To the Spirit of Beauty ; S<mg of a 
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By t/u Rother; An Old Orchard; Love and Rest; Tfu Flawert 
Surprised; On the Death of Artemus Ward; T/ie Two Fatlis ; 
The Ballad of Little Maisie ; Sonnets, , ,^ v , 

Richardson.— THE ILIAD of the east, a Selection of 
Legends drawn from Valmiki's Sanskrit Poem, **The Ramayana." 
By Frederika Richardson. Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d, 

" // is impossible to read it without recognizing the value and interest 
of the Eastern epic. It is as fascinating as a /airy tale, this 
romantic poem of India, " — Globe. * * A charming volume whuh 
at otice enmeshes the reader in its snares" — Athen^um. 

Robinson Crusoe, — See Globe Library and Golden 
Treasury Series. 

Roby.— STORY OF A HOUSEHOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. 
By Mary K. Roby. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

Rogers. — Works by J. E. Rogers :— 

RIDICULA REDIVIVA. Old Nursery Rhymes. • Illustrated in 
Colours, with Ojrnamental Cover. Crown 4to. 6s. 

*' The most splendid, and at the same time the most really meritorious 
of the books specially intended for children, that we have seett," — 
Spectator. ** These large bright pictures will attract children to 
really good and honest artistic work, and that ought not to be an 
indifferent consideration with parents who propose to educate their 

, childr^en.^'' — Pall Mall Gazette. 

MORES RIDICULL Old Nursery Rhymes. Illustrate^i in Colours, 
with Ornamental Cover. • Crown 4to. 6^. 

" These world-old rhymes have never Jiad and need never luish for 
a better pictorial setting than Mr. Rogers has given them" — 
Times. . ^^ Nothing could be quainter or more absurdly comical 
than most of the pictures, which are all carefully executed and 
beautifully coloured.^^^^(jl.03^ 

Rossettif — Works by CHRISTINA RossETTi :— 

GOBLIN MARKET, AND OTHER POEMS. With two Des?iias 
byD.G.RossETTi. Second Edition. Fcaj). Jvo. Q^'^gJ^ 
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RoSSetti — continued, 

**She handles her little marvel with that rare poetic discrimination 
which neither exhausts it of its simple wonders by pushing sym- 
bolism too far, nor keeps those wonders in the merely fabulous and 
capricious stage. In fact ^ she has produced a true children's poem^ 
which is. far more delightful to the mature than to children, though 
it would be delightful to a//."— Spfxtator. 

THE PRINCE'S PROGRESS, AND OTHER POEMS. With 
two Designs by D. G. Rossetti. Fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

*^ Miss RossettV s poems are oj the kind which recalls Shelley's defini- 
tion of Poetry as the record of the best and happiest moments of the 
'*'. best and happiest minds. . . . They are like the piping of a bird 
on the spray in the sunshine, or the quaint singing with which a 
child amuses itself when it forgets that anybody is listening?'* — 
Saturday Review. 

Rossetti (W. M.)— DANTE'S HELL. See ''Dante." 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls.* With a Frontis- 
piece. Fourth Edition. Royal i6mo. y, 6d. 
** We wish all the school girls and home-taught girls in the land had 
the opportunity of reading j^,"— Nonconformist. 

Scott*s Poetical Works.— See Globe Library. 
Scouring of the White Horse; or, the Longr 

VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. Illustrated 
by Doyle. Imp. i6mo. Cheaper Issue. 3j. 6d. 
^'AgloHous tale of ^w;^^ /^j. "—Freeman. " There is a genial 
hearty life about the ^^^/&."— John Bull. " The execution is 
excellent. . . . Like * Tom Brown's School Days,* the * White 
Horse' gives the reader a feeling of gratitude and personal esteem 
t(mjards the flMMt7r."- Saturday Review. 

Seeley (Professor). - lectures AND ESSAYS. By 

J. R. Seeley, M.A. Professof of Modem History in the 
University of Cambridge. 8vo. los. 6d ^.^.^.^^^ ^^ GoOglc 
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Contents i— Roman Imperialism : i. The Great Roman Revolu- 
tion ; 2. The Proximate Cause of the Fall of the Roman Empire ; 
Z-^ The Later Empire, — Milton^ s Political Opinions-^ Milton^ s 
Poetry — Elementary Principles in Art — Liberal Education in 
Universities— English in Schools — The Church as a Teacher of 
Morality — The Teaching of Politics: an Inaugural Lecture de- 
livered ctt Cambridge. "7/? is the master of a clear and pleasant 
style J great facility of expression, and a considerable range ofillus* 
tration. . . . The criticism is always acute, the description always 
graphic and continuous, and the matter of each essay is carefully 
arranged with a view to unity of eigect?^ — Spectator. ""^ His 
book will be full of interest to all thoughtful readers.*'* — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

Shairp (Principal). — KILMAHOE, a Highland Pastoral, with 

other Poems. By John Campbell Shairp, Principal of the 

United College, St. Andrews. Fcap. 8vo. 5J. 

** Kilmahoe is a Highland Pastoral^ redoletit of the warm soft air 

of the western lochs and moors, sketched out with remarkable 

grace atui picturesqueness,^^ — SATURDAY Review. 

Shakespeare. — The Works of William Shakespeare. Cam- 
bridge Edition. Edited by W. George Clark, M.A. and W. 
Aldis Wright, M.A. Nine vols. 8vo. Cloth. 4/. 14^. dd. 
This, now acknowledged to be the standard edition of Shakespeare, is 
the result of many yeari study and research on the part of the 
accomplished Editors, assisted by the suggestions and contributions 
of Shakespearian students in all parts of the country. The following 
are the distinctive characteristics of this edition : — I. The text is 
based on a thorough collation of the four Folios, and of all the 
Quarto editions of the separate plays, and of subsequent editions and 
commentaries. 2. All the results of this collation are given in notes, 
at the foot of the page, together luith the conjectural emendations 
collected and suggested by the Editors, or furnished by their cor- 
respondents, so as to give the reader a complete view of the existing 
materials out of which the text has been constructed, or may be 
' amended. 3. Where a quarto edition differs materially from the 
received text, the text of the quarto is printed literatim in a smaller 
type after the received text. 4. The lines in each scene are num- 
bered separately, so as to facilitate reference^^^^:^^^.,0j^(y^tf^fyach 



BELLES LETT RES, 



play afru) notes ^ crittcaly explanatory^ and illustrative^ are added. 
6. The Poems ^ edited on a similar plan, are printed at the end 
of the Dramatic Works, The Preface contains some notes on 
Shakespearian Grammar , Spelling y Metre, and Punctuation, and 
a history of all the chief editions from the Poefs time to the present. 
The Guardian calls it an ^''excellent, and, to the student, almost 
indispett sable edition /' and the Examiner calls it " an unrivalled 
edition:* 

Shakespeare, Globe. — See Globe Library. 

Shakespeare's Tempest. Edited with Glossarial and Ex- 
planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. Jephson. Second Edition. 
iSmo. IS. 

This is an edition for use in schools. The introduction treats briefly 
of the value of language, t lie fable of the play and otiier points. 
T/ie notes are intended to teach the student to analyse every obscure 
sentence and trace out the logical sequence of the pOefs thoughts ; 
to point out the rules of Shakespearis versifiiation ; to explain 
obsolete loords and meanings ; and to guide the student^ s taste by 
directing his attention to such passages as seem especially worthy 
of note for their poetical beauty or truth to nature. The text is in 
the ffuiin foutuled upon that of the first collected edition of Sliake- 
speare splays. 

Smith. — POEMS. By Catherine Barnard Smith. Fcap. 

8vo. SJ. 

*•* Wealthy in feeling, meaning, finish, and grace; not without passion, 
which is suppressed, but the keener for that." ^Athekjevm. 

Smith (Rev. Walter).— HYMNS OF CHRIST AND THE 
CHRISTIAN LIFE. By the Rev. Walter C. Smith, M.A. 
Fcap. Svo. 6s. 

** These are among the sioeetest sacred poems we have read for a long 
time. With no profuse imagery, expressing a range of feeling 
and expression by no means uncommon, they are true and elevated, 
and their pat/ios is profound ^and'simple."—iioiiCOifFORMiST. 

'^ong Book, the. — See Golden Treasury Serie«;-^^^t _ 

Digitized by VjOOyiC 
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Spenser's Works. — See Globe Library. 

Spring Songs. By a West Highlander. With a Vignette 
Illustration by Gourlay Steele. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 

" Without a trace of affectation or- sentimenta'iism; these utterances 
are perfectly simple and natural^ profoundly human and pro- 
foundly true.^'^--D AIL.Y News. 

Stephen (C. E.)— the service of the POOR; being 
an Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment ot 
Religious Sisterhoods for Charitable Purposes. By Caroline 
Emilia Stephen. Crown 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

Miss Stephen defines religious Sisterhoods as ** associations^ the organi- 
zation of which is based upon the assumption that works of charity 
are either acts of worship in themselves ^ or means to an end, 
that end being the spiritual ivelfare of the objects or the performers 
of those works.^' Arguing from that point of vieiv, she devotes the 
first part of her volume to a brief history of religious associations, 
taking as specimens — /. The Deaconesses of the Primitive Church ; 
//. the Biguines; III. the Third Order of S.Francis ; IV. the 
Sisters of Charity of S. Vincent de Paul ; V. the Deaconesses of 
Modern Germany. In the second part. Miss Stephen attempts to 
sho^v what are the real wants met by Sisterhoods, to what extent the 
same wants may be effectually met by the organization of corre- 
sponding institutions on a secular basis, and what are the reasons 
for endeavouring to do so. ' *// touches incidentally and with muck 
itnsdom and tenderness on so many of the relations of women, par- 
ticularly of single women, ivith society, that it may be read with 
advantage by many ivho have never thought of entering a Sister- 
hood."— Svectxtoil. 

Stephens (J. B.)— convict once, a Poem. By J. Brun- 
TON Stephens. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

A tale of sin and sorrow, purporting to be the confession of Mag- 
dalen Pviver, a convict first, and then a teacher in one of the Aus- 
tralian Settlements ; the narrative is supposed to. be written by 
Hyacinth, a pupil of Magdalen Power, and the victim of her 
jealousy. The metre of the poem is the same as that of Long- 
fcllo^v^s "Evangeline." "It is as far more dnUresting than 
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ninety-nine novels out of a hundred^ as it is superior to them in 
power, worthy and beauty. We should most strongly advise every- 
body to read * Convict Once.'' " — Westminster Review. 

Storehouse of Stories.— See Yonge, c. m. 

Streets and Lanes of a City : Being the Reminiscences 
of Amy Dutton. With a Preface by the Bishop of Salis- 
bury. Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. zs. 6d, 

This little volume records, to use the words of the Bishop of Salis- 
bury, ^* a portion of the experience, selected out of overflowing 
mcUerials, of two ladies, during several years of devoted work as 
district parochial visitors in a large population in the north of 
England.''^ Every incident narrated is absolutely true, and only 
the names of the persons introduced have been (necessarily) changed. 
The ^^Reminiscences of Amy Dutton" serve to illustrate the line 
of argument adopted by Miss Stephen in her work on ^Hhe Service 
of the Poor," because they show that as in one aspect the lady visitor 
may be said to be a link between rich and poor, in another she helps 
to blend the ^^ religious" life with the ^^ secular," and in both does 
service of extreme value to the Church and Nation. ^*One of the 
most really striking books that has ever come before us. " — Li terary 
Churchman. 
■. -^ ■ ^ 
Sunday Book of Poetry. — See Golden Treasury 
Series. 

Symonds (J. A., M.D.)— MISCELLANIES. By John 
Addington Symonds, M.D. Selected and Edited, with an 
Introductory Memoir, by his Son. 8vo. 7^. 6d. 

The late Dr. Symonds, of Bristol, %vas a man of singularly versatile 
and elegant as well as powerful and scientific intellect. In order 
to make this selection from his many works generally interesting, the 
editor has confined himself to works of pure literature, and to such 
scientific studies as had a general philosophical or social interest. 
Among the general subjects are articles on the Principles of Beauty, 
on Knowledge, and a Life of Dr. Pritchard ; among the Scientific 
Studies are papers on Sleep and Dreams, Apparitions, the Relations 
between Mind and Muscle, Habit, etc. ; tJiere are several 
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the Social and Political Aspects of Medicine ; and a few Poems and 
Translations^ selected from a great number of equal merits have been 
inserted at the end^ as specimens of the lighter literary recreations 
which occupied the intervals of leisure in a long aftd laborious life, 
''* Mr. Symonds has certainly done right in gathering together what 
his father left behind him ." — Saturday Review. 

Theophrastus, Characters of. — SccJebb. 

Thring.— SCHOOL SONGS. A Collection of Songs for Schools. 
With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. E. 
Thring and H. Riccius. Folio. 7^. 6d. 

There is a tendency in schools to stereotype the forms of life. Any 
genial solvent is valuable. Games do much ; but games do not 
penetrate to domestic life, and are much limited by age. Music 
supplies the want. The collection includes the ^^ Agnus Dei^^* 
Tennyson^ s *^ Light Brigade" Macaulay^s **Ivry" etc. among other 
pieces, 

Tom Brown's School Days. — By An Old Boy. 

Golden Treasury Edition, a^. 6d. People's Edition, 2s. 

With Sixty Illustrations, by A. Hughes and Sydney Hall, 

Square, cloth extra, gilt edges, los, 6d. 
With Seven Illustrations by the same Artists, Crown 8vo. 6s, 

** We have read and re-read this book with un mingled pleasure. . . . 
We have carefully guarded ourselves against any tampering with 
our critical sagacity^ and yet have been compelled again and again 
to exclaim^ Bene! Optime!^' — London Quarterly Review. 
*^ An exact picture of the bright side of a Rugby boy's experience^ 
told with a life, a spirit, and a fond mittuteness of detail and recol- 
lection which is infinitely honourable to the author.^* — EDINBURGH 
Review. ** The most famous boy^s book in the language,^* — 
Daily News. 

Tom Brown at Oxford. — New Edition. With Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. 6j. 

*Wn no other work that we can call to mind are the finer qualities oj 
the English gentleman more happily portrayed.^'— Daaly News. 
'*A book of great potver and truth."—^A.TiO^M. Review. 
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French. Works by R. Chenevix Trexch, D.D., Archbishop 

of DubliiL ( Kor other Works by this Author, see Theological, 
Historical, and Philosophical Catalogues.) 

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. $vb. *js. 6d. 

ELEGIAC POEMS. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 2j. 6/. 

CALDERON\S LIFE'S A DREAM : The Great Theatre pf the 
World. With an Essay on his Life and Genius. Fcap. 8vo. 

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected ami 
arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop Trench. Second Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5J. 6^. 

This volume is called a " Household Book,'' by this name implying 
that it /> a book for all— that there is nothing in it to p7'ei.'ent u 
from bt'in^ conf.dently placed in the hands 0/ every vieinber of the 
household. Spt'cimeiis of all classes 0/ poetry are given^ including 
selections from living authors. The editor has aimed to produce 
a book ''which ihe emigrant^ finding room for little not absolutely 
necessary y might yet find room for iff. fits (runk, and the traveller 
in his knapsack, and that on some narrow shelves where there are 
feio books this might be one.'' ** The Archbis{i.op has conferred tn 
this delightful volume an important gift on the whole English- 
speaking population of the world. *'— Pall Mall Gazette. 

SACRED LATIN POETRY, Chiefly Lyrical. Selected and 

arranged for Use. By Archbishop Trench. Second Edition, 

Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 8vo. 7^. 

•* The aim of thepresmt volume is to offer to members of our English 
Church a collection of the best sacred Latin poetry, such as they 
shall be able entirely and heartily to accept and approve— a collection y 
thaiiSi in which they slmll not be evermore liable to be offended, and 
to have the current of their sympathies checked, by comitig upon that 
which, however beautiful as poetry, out of higher respects they must 
reject and condemn— in which, too, they shall not fear that snares 
are being Itiid for them, to entangle them unawares, in admiration 
for aught which is inconsistent with their faith and fealty to their 
own spiritual mother." — Preface. 
JUSTIN MARTYR, AND OTHER POEMS. Fifth pdition. 

Fcapt 8vo. 6/. r^ \ 
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Trollope (Anthony). -^ sir harry hotspur of 

HUMBLETHWAITE. By Anthony' Trollope, Author of 
"Framley Parsonage," etc. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s.6d. 
The Times says: ^^ In this novel we are glad to recognize a return 
to what lue must call Mr. Trollops s old form. The characters 
are drawn imth vigour and boldness^ and the book rnay do good 
to many readers 0/ both sexes'^ The Atwehmuu remarks : ^* No 
reader who begins to read this bodk is likely to lay it 'down until 
the last page is turned. This brilliant novel appears to us decidedly 
more successful than any other of Mr. Trollope^ s shorter stories.'^ 

Turner. — Works by the Rev. Charles Tennyson Turner :— 
SONNETS. Dedicated to his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap. 
8vo. 4J. i>d. 

" The Sonticts are dedicated to Mr. Tennyson by his brother ^ and have ^ 
independently of tlieir merits^ an interest of association, Tltey both 
love to write in simple expressive Scucon ; both love to touch t/ieir 
imagery in epithets rather than in formal similes ; both have a 
delicate perception of rhythmical movemeiit, artd thtis Mr. Turner 
has occasional lines which ^ for phrase and music, might be ascribed 
to his brother. . . JJe Mnows the haunts of the wild rose, the shady 
nooks where light quivers through the leaves, the ruralities, in short, 
of the land of imagination.** — ATHENi^-UM. 

SMALL TABLEAUX. Fcap. 8vo. as. td, 

** These brief poems have not only a peculiar kind of interest for 
the student of English poetry, but are intrinsically delightful, and 
xvill reivard a careful and frequent perusal. Full ofndivetS, piety, 
love, and knowledge of natural objects, and each expressing a single 
and generally a simple_ subject by meatus of. minu(e and original 
pictorial touches, these Sonnets have a place of their own.** — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

Virgil's Works.— Siee Globe Library. , 

Vittoria Colonna.— LIFE AND POEMS. By Mrs. Henry 
Roscoe. Crown 8vo. 9 J. x 

The life of Vittoria Colonna, tJie celebrated Marchesa di Pescara, 
has received but cursory notice from any English Jfl^fi^Q]^ough 
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in every history of Italy her name is mentioned with great honour 
among the poets of the sixteenth century. " In three hundred and 
fifty years ^* says her biographer^ Viscontiy " there has been no other 
Italian lady who can be compared to her.*^ ** It is written with 
good taste, with quick and intelligent sympathy, occasionally with 
a reed freshness and charm of styled — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Volunteer's Scrap Book. By the Author of "The Cam- 
bridge Scrap Book." Crown 4to. 7^. (yd. 

*'^ A genial and clever caricaturist in whom we may often perceive 
through small details that he has as proper a sense of the grctceful 
as of the ludicrous. The author might be and probably is a 
Volunteer himself so kindly is the mirth he makes of all the inci- 
dents and phrases of the drill-ground.'" — Examiner. 

Wandering Willie. By the Author of " Effie's Friends," and 
"JohnHatherton." Third Edition. Crown 8 vo. ds. 

** This is an idyll of rare truth and beauty. . . . The story is simple 
and touching, the style of extraordinary delicacy, precision, and 
picturesqueness, . . . A charming gift-book for young ladies not 
yet promoted to novels, and will amply repay those of their elders 
who may give an hour to its perusal. ^^ — Daily News. 

Webster. — Works by Augusta Webster :— 

^* If Mrs. Webster only remains true to herself, she will assuredly 
take a higher rank as a poet than any woman has yet done." — 
Westminster Review. 

DRAMATIC STUDIES. ' Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

"A volume as strongly marked by perfect taste as by poetic power, ^^—^ 
Nonconformist. 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. y. 6d, 

^^ Mrs. Webster has shown us that she is able to draw admirably 
from the life; thai she can observe with subtlety, and render her 
observations with delicacy ; that she can impersonate complex con- 
ceptions and venture into which few living writers can follow her" 
—Guardian. ^.^^^^^^^ ^^ GoOglc 
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\V eb Ste r — continued, 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. y, 6d. 

**Mrs, Webster's poems exhibit simplicity and tenderness . . . her 
taste is perfect . . . This simplicity is combined with a subtlety of 
thought, feelingy and observation which demand that attention which 
only real lovers of poetry are apt to bestow" — Westminster 
Review. 

PROMETHEUS BOUND OF iESCHYLUS. Literally translated 
into English Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. y, td, 
" Closeness' and simplicity combined with literary skill." — Athe- 
N-«UM. '^ Mrs, Webster's ^Dramatic Studies^ and * Translation 
of Prometheus ' have won for her an honourable place among our 
female poets. She writes with remarkable vigour and dramatic 
realization, and bids fair to be the most successful claimant of Mrs. 
Browning's »w«//^."— British Quarterly Review. 

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. Literally translated into English 

Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3J. 6d, 

** Mrs. Webster* s translation surpasses' our utmost expectations. It is 
a photograph of the original without any of thai harshness which 
so often accompanies a photography ^^-ss^TiM^^Tii.^ Review. 

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 5^. 

Westminster Plays. Lusus Alteri Westmonasterienses, Sive 
Prologi et Epilogi ad Fabulas in S" Petri CoUegio : actas qui Ex- 
stabant coUecti et justa quoad licuit annorum serie ordinati, quibus 
accedit Declamationum quae vocantur et Epigrammatum Delectus. 
Curantibus J. Mure, A.M., H. Bull, A.M., C. B. Scott, B.D. 
8vo. 1 2 J. dd. 
Idem. — Pars Secunda, 1820 — 1864. Quibus accedit Epigrammatum 
Delectus. 8vo. 15^. 

When I was a Little Girl, stories for children. 

By the Author of **St. Olave's." Third Edition. Extra fcap. 

8vo. 4r. td. With Eight Illustrations by L. Frolich. 

^^ At the head, and a long way ahead, oj all ^qg^f:f^^j^f4^Q\i^ 
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place * When I uhis a Little Girl.' "—Times. '^ It is .oneoftht 
choicest morsels of child-biography which 7ve haz'c met 7fvM."— 
Nonconformist. 

WollaSton.— LYRA DEVONIENSIS. ByT. V. Wollastox, 
M.A. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6r/. 

** // is the work of a man of refined taste, of deep religious sentimetii, 
a true artist, and a good Christian.^'' — CHURCH Times. 

Woolner.—MY beautiful LADY. By Thomas Woolner. 
With a Vignette by Arthur Hughes. Third Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. 5j. 

" It is clearly the product of no idle kour^ but a highly-conceived and 
faithfully-executed task, self imposed, and prompted by iAat imvard 
yearning to utter great thoughts, and a wealth of passionate feeling, 
which is poetic genius. No man can read this poem without being 
struck by the fitness and finish of the workmanship, so to speak, as 
well as Ity the chastened and unpretending loftiness of' thought 
ivhich pervades the ivhole.^-^GLO'Bn. ' ' ' 

Words from the Poets. Selected by the Editor of " Rays 
of Sunlight." With a Vignette and Frontispiece. i8mo. limp., is. 
** The selection aims at popularity, and deserves it^^. — Guardian. 

Wyatt (Sir M. Digby).-— FINE ART : a Sketch of its 
History, Theory, Practice, and application to Industry. A Course 
of Lectures delivered before the University of Cambridge. By 
Sir ^f. DiGBY Wyatt, M; A. Slade Professor of Fine Art. 
8vo. I Of. 6^. 

** An excellent handbook for the student of art. " — Graphic. ** The 
book abounds in valuable matter, and will therefore be read 7oiih 
pleasure and profit by lovers of art.'*'' — Daily NE\ys. 

Yonge (C. M.) — Works by Charlotte M. Yonge. (See also 
Cataix>gue of Works in History, and Educational 
Catalogue. ) 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. Eighteenth Edition. With lUus- 
tratinnp. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 
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Yonge (C. Vi^— continued. ■ ' ' ■ \'> > . 

HEARTSEASE. Eleventh Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 
Svo.'Ss. 

THE DAISY OHAIN. Tenth Edition. With lUustrations. 
Crown 8vo. 6s, 

THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAISY CHAIN. 
Fifth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown Svo. 6s. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. Fourth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

HOPES AND FEARS. Third Edition. Crown Svo. . 6s. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. Third Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6s, 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. Second Edition. 
Crown Svio. 6s. 

** We think the authoress of * The Heir of Redely ffe' has surpassed 
her previous efforts in this illuimnated chronicle of the olden time." 
—British Quarterly. 

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* ' Prettily and tenderly written^ and ^/V/ loith young people especially 
be a great favourite.*^ — Daily News. ^^ Everybody should read 
this.'" — Literary Churchman. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; OR, THE WHITE AND 
BLACK RIBAUMONT. Crown Svo. 6s: 

** Miss Yonge has brought a lofty aim as well as high art to the con- 
struction of a story which may claim a place among the best eff'orts 
in historical r^w^wr^."— MoRNiNG Post. *' The plot, in truths 
is of the very first order of merit." -^Stectator. " fVe have 
seldom read a more charming story." — Guardian. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade. 
. Illustrated. iSmo. 3^.6./. Digitized by GoOglc 
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Yonge (C- lA.)—conHnued. 

** A tale whuh, we are sure, will give pleasure to many others besides 
the young people for whom it is specially intended, . . . This 
extremely prettily-told story does not require the guarantee afforded 
' by the name of the author of * The Heir of Redely ffe^ on the title- 
page to ensure its becoming a universal favourite,'*'^ — Dublin 
Evening Mail. 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition, with Coloured 
Illustrations. i8mo. 4j. 6df. 

" The illustrations are very spirited and rich in colour^ and the 
\ story can hardly fail to charm the youthful reader,^'' — Manchester 

Examiner. 

THE LITTLE DUKE : RICHARD THE FEARLESS. New 
Edition. Illustrated. i8mo. 31. dd, 

A STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. First and Second Series. 

Globe 8vo. 3J. dd, each. 

Contents of First Series : — History of Philip Quarll — 
Goody Twoshoes— The Governess — Jemima Placid — The Perambu- 
lations of a Mouse — The Village School — ^The Little Queen — 
History of Little Jack. 

" Miss Yonge has done great service to the infantry of this generation 
by putting these eleven stories of sage simplicity within their reaeh" 
—British Quarterly Review. 

Contents of Second Series :— Family Stories— Elements of 
Morality — A Puzzle for a Curious Girl — Blossoms of Morality. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES ANp ALL 
COUNTRIES. Gathered and Narrated Anew. New Edition, 
with Twenty Illustrations by Frolich. Crown Svo. cloth gilt. 6s, 
(See also Golden Treasury Series). Cheap Edition, is, 
*' We have seen no prettier gift-book for a longtime, and none which^ 

both for its cheapness and the spirit in which it has been compiled^ 

is more deserving of praise.^* — Athenaeum. 

A BOOK OF WORTHIES.— See Golden Treas^ky^ Series. 

Digitized by VjUC 
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Yonge (CM.) — continued, 

. LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE. Pictured by 
Frolich, and narrated by Charlotte M. Yonge. Second 
Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt. 6j. 

Miss Yong^s wonderful *^ knack ^^ of instructive story-telling to 
children is well known. In this volume^ in a manner which 
cannot but prove interesting to all boys and girls^ she manages 
to convey a wonderful amount of information concerning most of 
the countries of the world ; in this she is considerably aided by the 
twenty-four telling pictures of Mr. Frolich. " * Lucy's Wonderful 
Globe ' is capital ^ and will give its youthful readers more idea of 
foreign countries and customs than any number of books of geography 
or travel.'"' — Graphic. 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From ROLLO to 
Edward II. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5j. Second Edition, enlarged. 

A Second Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 5j. 

The endeavour has not been to chronicle facts, but to put together a 
series of pictures of persons and events, so as to arrest the attention, 
and give, some individuality and distinctness to the recollection, by 
gathering together details at the most memorable moments. The 
" Cameos^'' are intended as a book for young people just beyond the 
elementary histories of England, and able to enter in some degree 
into the real spirit of events, and to be struck with characters and 
scenes presented in some relief. ^^ Instead of dry details,''^ says the 
Nonconformist, *^ we have living pictures, faithful, vivid, and 
stHkinz." 



Young.— MEMOIR OF CHARLES MAYNE YOUNG, 
Tragedian. With Extracts from his Son's Journal. By Julian 
Charles Young, M. A., Rector of Ilmington. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. "js. 6d. With Portraits and Sketches. 

* * There is hardly a page of it which was not worth printing. There 
is hardly a line which has not some kind ^ J^^^^^fff^^^^^^ 
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to it." — Guardian. ** /// this budget of anecdcies, fables^ nnd 
gpssipt old and new, relative to $cott, Moore, Chalmers, Coleridge, 
Wordsworthy Croker, Mathews, the Third and Fourth Georges, 
Bowles, Beckford, Lockhart, Wellington, Peel, Louis Napoleon, 
jyOrsay, Dickens, Thackeray, Louis Blanr, Gibson, Cotistable, 
Ufid Stanjield {the list might be much extended), the reader must be 
Imrd ituieid to plegrSe wh{>. cannot find entertainment" — Pall 
Mall Gazette, 
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MACMILLAN'S 

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. 

Uniformly printed in i8mo., with Vignette Titles by Sir 
Noel Paton, T. Woolner, W. Holman Hunt, J. E. 
MiLLAis,. Arthur Hughes, &c Engraved on Steel by 
Jeens. Bound in extra cloth, 4^. 6//. each volume. Also 
kept in morocco and calf bindings. 

" Messrs, Macmillan have, in their Golden Treasury Series^ especially 
provided editions 0/ standard works, volumes 0/ selected poetry, and 
original compositiofis, which entitle this series to be called classical. 
Nothing can be better than the literary execution, nothing more 
elegant than the material workmanship" ^"Qkitish QUARTERLY 
Review. 

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and 

LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 
Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Francis Turner 
Palgrave. 

" This delightful little volume, the Golden Treasury y which contains 
many of the best original lyrical pieces and songs tn our language^ 
grouped with care and skill, so as to illustrate each other like the 
pictures in a well-arranged gallery "-^QvAKTEtihY Review. 

The Children's Garland from the best Poets. 

Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore. 

*• It includes specimens of all the grtat masters in the art of poetry, 
selected with the matured judgment of a man concentrated on 
obtaining insight into the feelings and tastes of childhood, and 
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desirous to awaken its finest impulses^ to cultivate its keenest sensi- 
di/ities "—MOKKIKG PoST. 

The Book of Praise. From the Best English Hymn Writers. 

Selected and arranged by Sir Roundell Palmer. A New and 

Enlarged Edition, 

** All previous compilations of this kind must undeniably for the 
present give place to the Book of Praise, .... The selection has 
been made throughout with sound judgment and critical taste. The 
pains involved in this compilation mtist have been immense, em- 
bracing, as it does, every writer of note in this special province of 
Enj^lish literature, aHd ranging over the most widely divergent 
tracks of religious thought,*^ — SATURDAY Review. 

The Fairy Book ; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and 
rendered anew by the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 

" A delightful selection, in a delightful external form ; full of the 
Physical splendour and vast opulence of proper fairy tcdes,^^ — 
Spectator. 

The Ballad Book. A Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. 
Edited by William Allingham. 

* * His taste as a judge of old poetry will be found, by all acquainted with 

the various readings of old English ballads, true enough to justify 
his undertaking so critical a tctsk.^^ — Saturday Review. 

The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected 
and arranged by Mark Lemon. 

* * The fullest and best jest book that has yet appeared,^*— -Satvrday 

Review. 

Bacon's Essays and Colours of Good and Evil. 

With Notes and, Glossarial Index. By W. Alois Wright, M. A. 

** The beautiful little edition of Bacon^s Essays, noiv before us, does 
credit to the taste and scholarship of Mr, Aldis Wright, , , , It 
puts the reader in possession of all the essential literary facts and 
chronology necessary for reading the Essays in connection with 
Bacon^s life and times,^* — Spectator. " By far the most complete 
as well as the most elegant edition we possess,^* — WESTMINSTER 
Review. C r\r\i^\o 
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The Pilgrim's Progress from this World to that which is to 
come. By John Bunyan. 
** A beautiful and scholarly reprint," — Spectator. 

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Young. 

Selected and arranged by C. F. Alexander. 

*M well-selected volume of Sacred Poetry ^ — SPECTATOR. 

A Book of Golden Deeds of All Times and All Countries. 
Gathered and narrated anew. By the Author of ** The Heir of 
Redclyffe.*' 

**. . . To the youngy for whom it is especially intended^ as a most 
interesting collection of thrilling tales well told ; and to their elders^ 
as a useful handbook of reference^ and a plectsant one to take up 
when their wish is to while away a weary half-hour. We have 
seen no prettier gift-book for a long time** — ATHENiEUM. 

The Poetical Works of Robert Burns. Edited, with 
Biographical Memoir, Notes, and Glossary, by Alexander 
Smith. Two Vols. 

** Beyond all question this is the most beautiful edition of Burns 
yet w/."— Edinburgh Daily Review. 

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited from 

the Original Edition by J. W. Clark, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 

College, Cambridge. 

*' Mutilated and modified editions of this English classic are so much 
the rule, that a cheap and pretty copy of it, rigidly exact to the 
original, wUl be a priu to many book-buyers."* — Examiner. 

The Republic of Plato. Translated into English, with 
Notes by J. LL Davies, M.A. and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. 
*M dainty and cheap little edition,''* — Examiner. 

The Song Book. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and 
Musicians. Selected and arranged by John Hullah- Professor 
of Vocal Music in King's College, London. Digitized by CjOOQIc 
D 2 
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•* A choice collection of the sterling songs of En^nd^ Scotland^ and 
Ireland^ with the music of each prefixed to the words. How much 
true wholesome pleasure such a book can dijfuse^ and will diffuse^ 
we trust, through many thousand families** — Examiner. 

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by 
GUSTAVE Masson, French Master in Harrow School 
A selection of the best French songs and lyrical pieces. 

Tom Brown's School Days. By An Old Boy. 

" A perfect gem of a book. The best and most healthy book about 
boyi fur boys that ever was written. '* — Illustrated Times. 

A Book of Worthies. Gathered from the Old Histories and 
written anew by the Author of "The Heir of Redclyffe. *.' 
With Vignette. 

*^ An admirable addition to an admirable series." — WESTMINSTER 
Review. 

A Book of Golden Thoughts. By Henry Attwell, 
Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown, 

** Mr. Attwell has produced a book of rare value . . . . Happily it 
is small enough to be carried about in the pockety and of such a com- 
panion it would be difficult to weary. *^ — Pall Mall Gazeti'E. 

Guesses at Truth. By Two Brothers. New Edition, 
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MACMILLAN'S 
GLOBE LIBRARY. 

Beautifully printed on toned paper and boufid in cloth extra, s^lt 
edges f price 4r. 6d. each ; in cloth plain, 3^. 6d, Also kept in a 
variety of calf and morocco bindings at moderate prices. 

Books, Wordsworth says, are 

"the spirit breathed 
By dead men to their kind ; " 

and the aim of the publishers of the Globe Library has 
been to make it possible for the universal kin of English- 
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest " spirits 
of the mighty dead ; '* to put within the reach of all classes 
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed 
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate 
price, of the works of the master-minds of English 
Literature, and occasionally of foreign literature in an 
attractive English dress. 

The Editors, by their scholarship and special study of 
their authors, are competent to afford every assistance to 
readers of all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original 
biographies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and 
critical and explanatory notes. Digitized by Google 
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The publishers hope, therefore, that these Globe Editions 
may prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever the- 
English Language is spoken, and by their universal circula- 
tion justify their distinctive epithet ; while at the same time 
they spread and nourish a common sympathy with nature's 
most "finely touched" spirits, and thus help a little to 
" make the whole world kin." 

The Saturday Review says : '* The Globe Editions are admirable 
for their scholarly editings their typographical excellence, their com- 
pendious form, and their cheapness y The British Quarterly 
Review says': ** In compendiausness, elegance, cmd scholarliness, 
the Globe Editions of Messrs. Macmillan surpass any popular series 
of our classics hitherto given to tJie public. As near an approach 
to miniature perfection as has ever been made." 

Shakespeare's Complete Works. Edited by w. G. 

Clark, M.A., and W. Aldis Wright, M. A., of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, Editors of the "Cambridge Shakespeare. With 
Glossary, pp. 1,075. Price 3^. (>d. 

This edition aims at presenting a perfectly reliable text of the complete 
works of " the foremost man in all literature." The text is essen- 
tially the same as that of the ^^ Cambridge Shakespeare." Appended 
is a Glossary containing the meaning of every word in the text which 
is either obsolete or is used in\ an antiquated or unusual sense. 
This, combined with the method used to indicate corrupted readings, 
serves to a great extent the purpose 0/ tiotes. The Athenaeum says 
this edition is ** a marvel of beauty, cheapness, and compctctness. 
. . . For the busy man, above all for the ivorking student, this is 
the best of all existing Shakespeares." And the Pall Mall 
Gazette observes: ** To have produced the complete works of 
the world's greatest poet in such a form, and at a price within the 
reach of every one, is of itself almost sufficient to give the publishers 
a claim to be considered public benefactors." 

Spenser's Complete Works. Edited from the Original 

Editions and Manuscripts, by R. Morris, with a Memoir by J. 
W. Hales, M.A. With Glossary, pp. Iv., 736. Price 3^. (ni. 
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The text of the poems has been reprinted from the earliest knotvn 
editions^ carefully collated with subsequent ones, most of which were 
published in the poet^s lifetime. Spenser* s only prose work, his 
sagacious and interesting " Vi€w of the State of Ireland^** has been 
re-edited from three manuscripts belonging to the British Museum. 
A complete Glossary and a list of all the most important various 
readings serve to a large extent the purpose of notes explanatory 
and critical. An exhaustive general Index and a useful ^^ Index 
of first lines" precede the poems ; and in an Appendix are given 
Spenser's Letters to Gabriel Harvey, * * Worthy — and higher praise 
it needs not — of the beautiful * Globe Series.'' The work is edited 
with all the care so noble a poet deserves.''^ — Daily News. 

Sir Walter Scott's Poetical Works. Edited with a 

Biographical and Critical Memoir by Francis Turner Palgrave, 
and copious Notes, pp. xliii., 559. Price y. 6d. 

" Scott, ^^ says Heine, ** in his every book, gladdens, tranquillizes, and 
strengthens my heart." This edition contains the whole of Scotf s 
poetical works, with the exception of one or tivo short poems. While 
most of Scotfs 07vn notes have been retained, others have been added 
explaining many historical and topographical allusions ; and ori- 
ginal introductions from the pen of a gentleman familiar with 
Scotch literature and scenery, containing much interesting infor- 
mation, antiquarian, historical, and biographical, are prefixed to 
the principal poems, ** We can almost sympathise with a middle- 
aged grumbler, who, after reading Mr. Palgrave^ s memoir and in- 
troduction, should exclaim — * Why was there not such an edition 0/ 
Scott when I was a schoolboy?'" — Guardian. 

Complete W^orks of Robert Burns. — THE POEMS, 

SONGS, AND LETTERS, edited from the best Printed and 
Manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index, Notes, and a 
Biographical Memoir by Alexander Smith, pp. Ixii., 636. 
Price 3j. 6d. 

Burns' s poems and songs need not circulate exclusively among Scotch- 
men, but should be read by all who ivish to know the multi- 
tudinous capabilities of the Scotch language, and who have the 
capacity of appreciating the exquisite expression of all kinds of 
human feeling — rich pawky humour, kien wit, withering satire. 
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genuine pathos^ pure passionate love. The exhaustive glossartal 
index and the copious notes will make all the purely Scotch poems 
intelligible even to an Englishman. Burn^s letters must be recul 
by all who desire fully to appreciate the poefs character, to see it 
on all its many sides. Explanatory notes are prefixed to most 
of these letters, and Burnis Journals kept during his Border 
and Highland Tours, are appended. Following the prefixed 
biography by the editor, is a Chronological Table of Burns' s Life 
and Works. ^^ Admirable in all respects.*'— ^?^CT\TOK. ** The 
cheapest, the most perfect, and the most interesting edition which has 
ever been published." — Bell's Messenger. 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Original Editions, with a 
Biographical Introduction by Henry Kingsley. pp. xxxi., 607. 
Price 3J. 6d. 

Of this matchless truth-like story, it is scarcely possible to find an 
unabridged edition. This edition may be relied upon as containing 
the whole of *^ Robinson Crtisoe" as it came from the pen of its 
author, without mutilation, and with all peculiarities religiously 
preserved. These points, combined with its handsome paper, large 
clear typcf and moderate price, ought to render this par excellence 
the ** Globe,'' the Universal edition of Defo^ s fascinating narrative, 
**A most excellent and in every way desirable edition V — Court 
Circular. " Macmillan*s * Globe' Robinson Crusoe is a book to 
have and to >tfly."— Morning Star. 

Goldsmith's Miscellaneous "Works. Edited, with 

Biographical Introduction, by Professor Masson. pp. Ix., 695. 

Globe 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

This volume comprehends the whole of the prose and poetical works 
of this most genial of English authors, those only being excluded 
which are mere compilations. They are all accurately reprinted 
from the most reliable editions. The faithfulness, fulness, and lite- 
rary merit of the biography are sufficiently attested by the name oj 
its author. Professor Masson. It contains many interesting anec- 
dotes which will give the reader an insight into Goldsmith's 
character, and many graphic pictures of the literary life of London 
during the middle of last century. ^* Such an admirable compen- 
dium of the facts of Goldsmith's life, and so careful and minute a 
delineation of the mixed traits of his peculiar character as to be 
a very model of a literary biography in /?V/i^Jit'r2^p@Oi®Jl^lc 
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Pope's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
ductory Memoir, by Adolphus William Ward, M.A., Fellow 
of St. Peter's College, Cambridge, .and Professor of History in 
Owens College, Manchester, pp. lii., 508. Globe 8vo. 3^. td. 
This edition contains all Pope* s poems ^ translations, and adaptations, 
— his now superseded Homeric translations alone being omitted. 
The text, carefully reznsed, is tahen from the best editions ; Pop^s 
own use of capital letters and apostrophised syllables, frequently 
necessary to an understanding of his meaning, has been preserved ; 
while his uncertain spelling and his frequently perplexing inter- 
punctuation have been judiciously amended. Abundant notes are 
added, including Pop^ s own, the best of those of previmis editors, 
and many which are the result of the study and research of the 
present editor. The introductory Memoir will be found to shed 
considerable light on the political, social, and literary life of the 
period in which Pope filled so large a space. The Literary 
Churchman remarks : ** The editor's own notes and intro- 
»ductory memoir are excdlent, the memoir alone would be cheap and 
well worth buying at the price of the whole volume,*^ 

Dryden's Poetical Works. Edited, with a Memoir, 

Revised Text, and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity 
College, Cambridge, pp. Ixxxvii., 662. Globe 8vo. 3^. 6d. 
A study of Dryder^s works is absolutely necessary to anyone who 
wishes to understand thoroughly, not only the literature, but also 
the political and religious history of tlie eventful period when he 
lived and reigned as literary dictator. In this edition of his works, 
which comprises several specimens of his vigorous prose, the text has 
been thoroughly corrected and purified from many misprints and 
smcUl changes often materially affecting the sense, which had been 
allowed to slip in by previous editors. The old spelling has been 
retained where it is not altogether strange or repulsive. Besides an 
exhaustive Glossary, there are copious Notes, critical, historical, bio- 
graphical, and explanatory ; and the biography contains the results 
of considerable original research, which has served to shed light on 
several hitherto obscure circumstances connected with the life and 
parentage of the poet, ** An admirable edition, the result of great 
research and of a careful revision of the text. The memoir prefixed 
contains, within less than ninety pages, as much sound criticisfn 
and as comprehensive a biography as the student of Dryden need 
desire, " — Pall Mall Gazette. Digitized by CjOOglc 



58 GLOBE LIBRARY, 

Cowper's Poetical "Works. Edited, with Notes and 
Biographical Introduction, by William Benham, Vicar of 
Addington and Professor of Modem History' in Queen's College, 
London, pp. Ixxiii., 536. Globe 8vo. 3J. (>d. 

This volume contains^ arranged under seven heads^ the whole of 
CoTtipet^s own poemsy including several never before published^ and 
all his translations except that of Hornet^ s *^ Iliad." The text is 
taken from the original editions^ and Cowper's own notes are given 
at the foot of the page^ while many explanatory notes by the editor 
himself are appended to the volume. In the very full Memoir it 
will be found that much new light hcts been thrown on some 0/ 
the most difficult passages of Cowper^s spiritually chequered life. 
**Mr. BenhanCs edition of Cowper is one of permanent value. 
The biographical introduction is excellent^ full of information^ 
singularly neat and readable and modest — indeed too modest in 
its comments. The notes are concise and accurate, and the editor 
has been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unprinted 
matter. Altogether the book is a very excellent one.*^ — Saturday 
Review. 



Morte d' Arthur.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF 
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF 
THE ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of Caxton, 
revised for Modem Use. With an Introduction by Sir Edward 
Strachey, Bart. pp. xxxvii., 509. Globe 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

This volume contains the cream of the legends of chivalry which 
have gathered round the shadowy King Arthur and his Knights 
of the Round Table-. Tennyson has drawn largely on them in his 
cycle of Arthurian Idylls. The language is simple and quaint as 
that of the Bible^ and the many stories of knightly adventure of 
tvhich the book is made up, are fascinating as those of the ^* Arabian 
Nights." The great moral of the book is to ** do after the good, and 
leave the evil." There was a want of an edition of the work at a 
moderate price^ suitable for ordinary readers, and especially for 
boys : such an edition the present professes to be. The Introduction 
contains an account of the Origin and Matter of the book, the Text 
and its several Editions, and an Essay on Chivalry, tracing its 
history from its origin to its decay. Notes are appended, and a 
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Glossary of stick words as require explanation. ^^It is with perfect 
confidence that we recommend this edition of the old romance to every 
class of readers,'*— Vkll Mall Gazette. 

The Works of Virgil. Rendered into English Prose, with 
Introductions, Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By James 
Lonsdale, M.A., late Fellow and Tutor of Balliol College, 
Oxford, and Classical Professor in King's College, London ; and 
Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University College, 
London, pp. 288. Price y. 6d. 

The publishers believe that an accurate and readable translation of all 
the works of Virgil is perfctly in accordance loith the object of the 
* * Globe Library^* A new prose-translation has therefore been made 
by two competent scholars, who have rendered the original faithfully 
into simple Bible-English, without paraphrase ; and at the same 
time endeavoured to maintain as far as possible the rhythm and 
majestic fUnv of the original. On this latter point the Daily 
Telegraph says, " The endeavour to preserve in some degree a 
rhythm in the prose rendering is almost invariably successful and 
pleasing in its effect;'' and the Educational Times, that it 
** may be readily recommended as a model for young students for 
rendering the poet into English." The General Introduction will 
be found full of interesting information as to the life of Virgil^ the 
history of opinion concerning his ivrUings, the notions entertained 

• of him during the Middle Ages, editions of his works, his influence 
on modem poets and on education . To each of his works is prefixed 
a critical and explanatory introduction, and important aid is 
ajforded to the thorough comprehension of each production by the 
running Analysis. Appended is an Index of all the proper names 
and the most important subjects occurring throughout the poems 
and introductions. ** A more complete edition of Virgil in English 
it is scarcely possible to conceive than the scholarly work before us." 
—Globe. 



K. CLAY, SONS, AND TAYLOR, PRINTERS. BREAD STREET HILL, 



loogle 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



